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.. . and at big R. R. stations 
in New York, Chicago, etc., etc. 


2A fact: 


From railway news stands sales reports received by us 
last month, the following extracts are printed as evidence that 
—with a large part of the traveling public, at least—the 


preference for Fatima is equally strong, East and West: 


New York Pennsylvania Terminal Fatima remair far biggest seller’’ 
New York and ¢ I Stat I 
Cutcaco— I Row Stat I 
CHICAG Statior I at 
aC He St. D k 

PHuILat a— Br 1St Fa 

ATLAN Crry— Re ng S Fat 

A ( Y¥—Per St I r best 
N aT! —Grand ¢ tr I B.& I t 


( N ent 
Derrotr—Union Depot: “‘Fatima still leads a 
Detrott— Michigan Central t 

I fN.Y..N.H. &H 
Burrato-—N. Y. ¢ tral Statio Fatima is larg 


FATIMA 


c-1 Sensible Cigarette 






The t is that, besides 1 ising t 
Fatimas leave a man feeling clear and 
minded, while and aiter smoking 





kiggait's Myers Tobacco Cz. 











; 2 Save the tin-foil from the Fatime package 
: Se CF \ and give it to the Red Cross 
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**Prudence,” he blurted, 


is better that we go our se 


“Tf you think so,” sl 





ISVERY 


New Tales 


CLoup Has 
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for Old 


By ‘Terrett Love Ho.iiipay 


Outp STyYLI 


RS. SPATMORE, red-eved from 


much 


weeping, sat in her boudoir, waiting for the 


final act in her domestic 
months it had been evident that Lionel’s love 
was cooling, and at last came the end. 


in,” she called, roused from her painful 


reverie by a tap at the door. 


] 


Lionel entered but made no move to seat himself, 


lid n ask him to do so. 


after a fidgety moment, 


‘there is no use of prolonging an unpleasant matter. It 


isn’t it?” 
breathing faster. 


parate wavs, 
1e quavered, 





and aj 


1e sprang up, white-faced 


in t you go sooner: 


: 
drama. For 


close. 


Gulstue co! ne ut of! 


‘I hoped that conditions might change,” apologized 
Lionel, stiffly. 

The red surged into her teary cheek 

‘Then there would have been only one to leave. 
Now 

“Prudence!’’ Almost 'roughly he seized her. 
me what you mean!” 

She pulled his head down and whispered. 

“Will you forgive me?” he begged, holding her 
“And let me stay with you and our 
winding her arms 


*'Tell 


“Of course,” she answered softly, 
. 1 
about his neck. 


NEW 
HARRY GILSTUE, in ran up the steps 


his country place just in time to meet Mlirs. 
ing She wore a smart 


STYLI 


riding togs, 


the house. 
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traveling suit and carried a golf-club bag. Behind her 
followed Fanchon, hatted and suited and bearing two 
suitcases. 

“Where now?” inquired Gilstue. 

Mrs. Gilstue stopped and motioning the maid to- 
ward the purring limousine, waited until Fanchon was 
beyond earshot. Then she answered: “*To Reno.” 

“Why?” asked Gilstue, in blank astonishment. 

“Tired of living with a lush,” was the 
response. 


‘You might have said so and given me a chance,” 


lace nic 


sulkily asserted Gilstue. 
“You'll see to the babies?”’ she cautioned, not 
troubling to argue. ‘“‘Mary is devoted but rather 


stupid.” 


Gilstue shrugged 


by Antuce T. Menaice 


A Rainy Saturpay AFTERNOON As It APPEARED 








“And you will have my hunter exercised regularly? 
Dear old Thunderer! He loves me so.” 

“Damned if I will!” growled Gilstue. 
too, but that doesn’t matter.” 

A shade of concern crossed Betty Gilstue’s hand- 
some, resolute face, making it appear less resolute and 
more handsome. 

“Don’t be nasty, Harry,” she coaxed. 

Lady Cork’s puppies come, you'll look after them? 
If there’s anything in pedigree, they ought to be grand 
champions.” 

“T’ll drown ’em,” he promised, with a savage scowl. 
“Been to the kennels this morning?” 

Betty shook her head. 

“Well, the puppies have arrived—seven beauties.” 

Eagerness flared in Betty’s eyes. She looked up at 
Gilstue, then down. “Will you cut 
out the cocktails?” 

**So help me, I will,” he swore. 

Dropping the club bag Betty 
caught her husband’s arm. “Come, 
dear. Let’s go and see the puppies.” 


Worthless 


By Biytue SHERWOOD 


“T love you, 


“When 


I care for him I care for him. 


I care I care 
For him For him 
A lot. A lot. 
He makes Seldom 
Me He makes 
Think. Me 

Glad. 
Sometimes loftily. 
Sometimes Often | 
Way down He makes 
Low. Me 

Sad. 


I care for him. 


I care Too often. 
For him He makes 
A lot. Me 

Mad. 
He is 
Good I care for him. 
To look at. I cz re 

For him 
He is fun A lot. 
To be with. 

But 


He is 
Charming 
To hear. 


I do not 


Respect him. 


At the Informal Dinner 
“What! Evening clothes, old man?”’ 
“All I have left.” 

Invocation 
May no bad god the gift e’er gie us 
To see ourselves as the movies see us! 
The Aces That Beat Kings 
Allied airplanes dropping bombs. 


ro WILLIE 
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Davip AND GoLIATH—UPp-To-DATE 


Egg View News Notes 
By Lesure Van Every 


ECAUSE a stranger in Pollywog told Corny 

Paine yesterday that a dentist’s office was a 

good place for yanks, Corny hurried into one, 
believing he’d get to see some soldiers. 

Whenever Ote Gimber sees a “Work or Fight’ 
sign, it makes him think of Plato Prouty, who wants 
to fight every time anybody asks him to work. 

Cylindra Berger says that either Love is blind, or 
else It never looks in her direction. 

All arrangements were made, the other day, by a 
Pollywog party, to give a motion picture show in Egg 
View over the lock-up, once a week. The first one 


> 


appeared Saturday night, having a very mean-looking 
villain, who would have looked still meaner if he only 
could have heard the music that Myrt Spoor was 
playing on the melodeon while he (the villain) and the 
others acted. 


Questionnaire Conversation 

One assisting in making out questionnaires and a colored 
registrant in Georgia had this colloquy: 

“Have you any grounds for deferred classification?” 

“‘No, sir, Boss, I ain’t got no land at all.” 

“T didn’t ask you about any land—but have you any reasons 
why you should not go to the war?” 

"Ta 

“What are they?” 

“Well, sir, in de first place I’se been convicted of a crime 
’volving moral turpentine.” 

“ Any other reasons?” 

“Yes, sir. De church to which I belongs is consciously op- 
posed to fighting.” 


When the Motorists Were Gassed on Sunday 
The Sailor—Awfully good of you, ma’am, to take me on 
board. 
Lady in Auto—Don’t mind it. 
on the Sabbath. 


It’s the only way I can ride 
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He Kept Her Smiling 


By Artuur C. Brooks 


Illustration b 


ROSSING to the mahogany book-case, he 
examined the neat rows, carefully avoiding 
He found an attractive volume 


and was 


the classics. 
in green, “‘How to Tell the Ferns,” 
soon learning how and what to tell them. 

After a short wait, he heard the outer door shut as 
the portiéres in the room billowed a suggestion. Then 
twin French heels tapped a direct course to the room, 
and she stood in the doorway. He looked up and 
smiled his old smile, but shelved it immediately when 
he saw her expression. 

“Oh, hello, Clara!”’ she ended a brief silence. “‘Have 
you finished your knitting? 

“Knitting?” he doubted. ‘“‘Why—what do you 
mean? And you know my name isn’t Clara!” He 
was amazed at this new side of her nature. 

““No?” she questioned coolly. “‘Then maybe it’s 
Clarissa, and you’ re just back from domestic science 
class!”’ Therebuke was as pointed as a toothpick. 

“Why—what do you mean?” 

“What do I mean! If you say that again, I’ll ° 
slap you! You talk like a newspaper 
reporter.” 

“Well 
then?” 

** Just this. 


what . what is it, 

I got three letters 
in the morning mail. One is from 
Bob, who is at Pensacola; another 
came from Camp Uptbn, where Ed 
is; and Sammie writes from ‘over 
there.’ Do you get the allusion?” 
She bent her nose in disdain. 

*Perfectly.”” His nostrils were like 
John Drew’s. 

Arising, he lit a cigarette. ““O... don’t 
worry about that,” he exhaled. “ Remem- 
ber, my dear, there are many ways of doing 
one’s bit without putting on a uniform.” 

“Such as eating cornmeal muffins, for 
instance,” sarcastically. 

He was fast weakening under her barrage 
of irony. Angrily he tossed his cigarette to 
the artificial palm, which rustled its fronds 
gratefully. He turned and spoke. 

“Pamella ... | came here purposely to tell 
you something that perhaps will surprise you, 
but I hardly expected to say it under these 
circumstances. Youthink I’maslacker, eh? 
You know that I haunted the recruiting 
places till the officers nudged eachother 

you know, my heart. But let me 
tell you something, my dear ... I 
am in the service!” 

She dropped into a chair and 
seemed to become a part of its 
cushioned velour. Ina metamorpho- 
sis of amoment shehad grown white, 
weak, pale, puny, etc. For an in- 
terval there was no sound in the 
save the soft snoring of the 


He 


room, 





















SMILED Down at Her, “How are you going to vote, Grace?”’ 
Recrettinc His “Depends on the weather. If it rains, I 
BRUSQUENESS suppose I’ll have to vote in a mackintosh. 


WILFRED JONES 


canary. Then she stared up at him with an odd look in 
her eyes, a hybrid of fear and adoration. 

**'You—you—don’t it!” 
rare originality. 

He smiled down at her, regretting his brusqueness. 
What a tender, dependent little creature she was. 
These women! “Yes,” he assured her, “I certainly do.” 

She leaped up and flung her arms around his collar. 
“Oh, Edgeworth!” she commenced, in tears. ‘‘ You 
aren't going to leave me? You aren’t going away?” 

“Oh, no!” he comforted lightly. “I shall stick 
around here.” 

‘“*Here?”’ she wondered. ‘“‘O, the State Guard?”’ 

*“No—selling service flags.’’ He hastened to stem 
her questions. ‘* You see,” he explained, “I’ve reasoned 
it all out. I can’t join the Army, so why not advertise 

those who have? It seems to me that I couldn’t 
do a better service than by staying home and 
keeping in touch with them in this way. Their 
official representative, you might say. If that 
isn’t in the service, I’d like to know 
what is.” 

She gazed earnestly a moment, 
and then smiled. “‘Oh!”’ she exalted. 
“‘Howcleveryouare! My big, beau- 
tiful man!”” She snuggled up to 
him,'purring like a contented kitten 
—meow! meow! 

Then the curtains opened and 
Noreen entered, carryingon behind 

a tea-wagon. She trundled it to 

the center of the room, and de- 

parted, smiling scornfully. 

The girl crossed the room and 
sat down to pour. He was right 
at her heels. With a quick, 
sparrow-like flirt of her head, she 

smiled into his eyes. “‘How many 
lumps, sir?” she laughed, poising 
the gold sugar tongs. 

“One and a fraction—not quite 
two!”’ he answered, simpering. 


mean she breathed with 


About Due 
‘“‘ Shakespeare loves to treat of spit ed 
wine and mulled sack.” 
“T know. It won’t donow. We'll have 
to get out a bone-dry Shakespeare.” 


Different Now 

“Why is Wombat hustling so strenu 

ously? I thought he retired with enough 
to live on.”’ 

“Tt looked like enough to live on 


years ago.”’ 
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D by Russ Westover 
A MorTuer’s “Scrap” Book 


His Expectation 
By Tom P. Morcan 


“TZ NOWING that faith will move mountains,” we sarcastically said, 

addressing the contented looking occupant of a stalled motor car, ‘‘no 
doubt you have faith that if you sit there long enough you will be pulled 
out of the mud?” 

“Yes,” was the placid reply. “As the honest yeoman who dwelleth on 
the farmstead around the bend yonder observed me coming this way, and 
as a bypasser has just told me that he perpetually keeps in this condition 
this hole in the road for the purpose of catching 
us gol-rammed city fellers, and, furthermore, as he 
turned and started for his barn when he saw me 
pass, 1 confidently expect him at any moment to 
turn the corner with a team of able-bodied mules / 


and drag me out onto terra firma, and collect his oO al 
regular charge of three dollars therefor.” —_ 


An Autumn’s Answer 


By Cunton Scottarp 


W* met—’twas in the heart of summer, 
In summer by the shingly shore; 


Her gowns, how well they did become her, XL 
Aye, every dainty gown she wore! ww a 
A golden glamour seemed to fold her; Pa 


Indeed, I wondered had she wings; , 
Ere many weeks had passed I told her a 








Awful! 


By Bomparpirer Brown 
“VOU must have seen some perfectly dread- 
ful sights at the Front,” remarked Miss 

Faintleigh; “I heard a lieutenant tell of a shell 
bursting among a group of twenty Germans.” 

“Well, I seen a worse sight than that,” 
sighed the Sergeant. ‘I was once in an O Pip 
looking down on the enemy trenches, and by 
and by up comes a boche working party of 
about a hundred and starts to work behind 
their fire trench, right out in the open. Well, 
I knows the position to the length of my lan- 
yard, so I signals the heavies to let °em have 
it, and they promptly drops a couple of nine- 
inch shells plump in the middle of the bunch—”’ 

“Oh,” gasped Miss Faintleigh, “how hor- 
rible! But I know it was your duty. Goon.” 

“The rest is almost too awful to tell,” 
continued the Sergeant, “and I hope I'll never 
see the like again.” 

“Were they all killed?” 

“Not even scratched. Both them shells 
was duds.” 










Forsooth, I told her many things! Pd a 


We golfed, we tennised and we boated; 
We trod the bypaths ’neath the pine; 
I swore that I was “her devoted,” 
And she declared that she was mine. 
Above the sea, on mossy ledge Ss, 
We watched the surges green and blue; 
There we ex« hanged impassioned pledges 


To be forever, ever true. JR. Walt 
Now maple boughs are crimson tinted, 
And elm-trees prink in russet gown, 
And lovely linden-gold is minted, 
Today I called on her in town. Drawn by Jounx Hexo, Jr. 


When happily I chanced to find her, 
And murmured what I hoped might be, 


“T have the honor to report that I have sunk an enemy U-boat. A direct hit on 
: ; the conning tower and she sank and a bit of oil came to the surface.’ 
She answered thus my soft reminder “But, where is baby?” 


"Twas only camouflage!”’ said she. “Why, she is the enemy U-Boat.” 
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The American Abroad, or The Hurry-Up Habit 
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Camouflage and Persiflage 


By Benyamin De Casseres 


HE Constitution, which used to be aii The kaiser is a hang-over from 
the charter of our liberties, is rapidly “AML SS awk hae. Attila’s last blood-debauch. 
becoming a Verboten Index. The past The kaiser is so crooked that he 
cannot eat a square meal. 

The international secret 
service will get the kaiser 
for trying to impersonate a 
man. 

Armageddon? Why, com- 
pared to this war Armageddon 
was a public park driJl by Boy 
Scouts. 


is whatever happened before August, 1914 
Nearly time for an Inter- 
national Foodless Exhibit. 
The courage of the Russian 
people needs honing. 
In the Pantheon of Stu- 
pidity the kaiser is the Homer. 
America has her jaws set; 
Germany keeps hers still wag- 


ging. 
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Poetic Inflation Cutting 
‘I wonder if that young man 
will ever carve his way in the world.”’ 
“That fellow! Why, he can’t 
even open up a conversation.”’ 


“And methought the air grew 
denser,” lisped the poet. 

“Try some of it in these tires,”’ 
suggested the motorist. “It may 


have more resilience.” 
‘“*That Reminds Me’’ 


“T saw a stack of humorous 





About Abou Bs S mids 
ar 

Wes , pte 9 
magazines on Bill’s desk today. 


Possibly the list of names Drawn by Nowman AnTHON? 
headed by that of Abou Ben Ad- Manager—That’s my new clapping ma hine. When He’s going to make a banquet 
hem was arranged alphabetically. I press a button every seat in the house applauds! speech tonight. 
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Jrawn by Rooxery Tuowson 


Tue Hanno Tuat Rocks THE CRADLE. 


To Headline Writers 


LAWRENCE Kane 

NOME people believe everything they hear; and when they 
see it in a newspaper, their bumps of credulity soak it up 

like a sponge. The Germans have a quaint habit of issu- 

ing official reports which contain as many lies as a Prohibi- 
tion state contains blind tigers. It would be unfair to blame 
the Germans for lying in their official reports; for they are 
liars by nature and can’t help it. At the same time, it would 


be a pity for anyone in this country—especially anyone wh 
as a relative or a friend in the American army—to think for a 
yment that these reports are true. A person who suffered 


ler this delusion might have moments of discouragement- 
hich is exactly what Germany wants. If the newspapers, on 
inting the official German reports, were to preface them 
with a headline explaining that they are lies, as every editor 
nows them to be, the people who believe everything they 
read would be saved many moments of unnecessary suffering. 


\ word to a headline writer should be as good as a column. 
The New York Idea 
Voah—Why are you so angry, Saint Peter? 
Saint Peter (slamming the gate)—One of those newly arrived 
New Yorkers asked me if I was the janitor. 
Lots of ‘em 


Lots of men have a good aim but no ammunition. 


Noise as an Asset 
By Top CHENeEvix 


UMBLEDOM, Bossville, and Bustle win the 


Jay \ t ur } 

day. ou cannot get sure-enougn progress 
: + : ] + +t +} 

without noise, and plenty of it. If there are 


any drawbacks, which is hardly possible to the party 
in health, he, she, or they will 
heroes. Yes,and more. The) 
Noise is tangible, for it can be heard, seen, and felt. 


Sometimes you can taste it, as with efficient auto- 


+ } all 
tana tile traln iikée 
like it < 1 wel . 

ike 1l and weicome 


mobiles. 

Noise explains more mysteries than is generalli 
imagined. It explains the charm of many things 
restaurants, shows, travel, urban life, barnvards, and 
seaside resorts. What would any of them be without 
their refrains? These, too, are obtainable wherever 
we maj be, since most of them are recorded for re- 


oduction on any parlor machine. Modern noise 


may always be evoked, and { inadequa ein Its natural 
lantity quality being negligible the canned varie- 
ies ma \ be depended upon in en ergencies. 
It aid that the deaf, who sometime nave the 
fortune to recover from their affliction, through 


| 


the agency of perhaps some quack or other, complain 
that the pandemonium into which their restored hear- 
ing ushers them is worse than war. Which only goes to 
how that it takes a lot of education up to a standard 
accomplishment to make mankind appreciative of 
anything. 

Then, there is the other side. Perhaps a small 
minority of mankind is the stuff martyrs are made 
of without knowing it. 
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“What did you do be fore you en! sted, Jon 
“I was vice-president of the Samson Rubber Co., sir. 


“Good; then you might pump up my motorcycle tires. 
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Drawn by R. B. Furrer 


Ir THE Huns SHoutp Take Up Foorsati 
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I Remember 
» By Mase. I. Crapp 


The smell of cakes and sausages that floated up at morn; 
They never came a wink too soon, nor were they stacked too high, 
And that those days wil! come again I ever vainly sigh 


| REMEMBER, I remember, the house where I was born, 


I remember, I remember, and it makes my sad heart ache, 
The days when I was wont to wrap myself around a steak. 
The H. C. L. has changed all that, as if in merry jest; 

It put the tight in appetite, and Hoover did the rest. 


I remember, I remember, the apple pie and mince, 

he jellies red and amber, the jams of plum and quince. 
Again I see the pantry shelves on which my mother set 
The puddings and the fruit cake; I seem to smell ‘em yet. 


I remember (wish I didn’t), ’gainst my pantry walls there leans 
Two bits of spuds, some cornmeal, and a half a pound of beans; 
It is the best that I can do, and yet it brings no joy 

To know I cannot get the grub I relished as a boy. 





Alike 
“Where do the motion-picture scenarioists get all their 
ideas?” 
“Well, judging from personal observations, I'd say from 


each other.” 


neon by Waccer pe Mant 


The Correspondent—Hey, At, Brinc Me a Brick! 


Couldn't Stand That 
“Why did you get rid of your new clerk? 
“‘ Aw, he always had some girl calling on him at the office.” 
“Yes?” 


“And never any good-looking ones.” 





I’ve Gotta Have a PaperweIcut! 























/ORSHIPS THE EMOTIONS 
“Sue Worst I = 


Familiar Folks. 


No. 4. Miss Ysabelle Posey 


By H.W. Davis 


Illustration by ALBERT LEVERING 


URFEW shall not ring tonight—not if Miss 
Ysabelle can prevent it. And she seems very 
determined and very earnest. Miss Ysabelle, 
you will recall, is the popular girl elocutionist 

in your town, or the town nearest yours. She is never 
farther away than that. 

Ysabelle’s mother is said to have great hopes for her. 
Her father, who has more sense, is praying that she will 
get married before she gets much further in expression. 
She, herself, is yearning desperately to go on the stage 


Echoing Rill!s 
“AJ OTICE the horse-faced guy that just went out?” asked 
Heloise, a waitress in the rapid-fire restaurant. “I don’t 
know whether he is a kidder or an undertaker with a jag on.” 
“Well, f’r cat’s sake!” returned Claudine, another wait- 
ress. ‘‘What’d he do?” 
“Why, he looked around at the customers gulluping their 
soup, and says he, ‘Ah, 


and do Lady Macbeth and Ophelia and perhaps the win- 
some Rosalind. Nobody else, except a few tearful old 
ladies, is much concerned about what happens to her. 
Miss Posey has big feet, a rolling nose, a receding 
chin, and lots of frowzled hair and temperament. She is 
tall and loosely assembled. No man in his right mind 
could ever truly love her. She worships the emotions and 
suffers severely at times from subordination of the brain. 
Ysabelle vows that her name has been spelled with a 
Y from infancy. She’s that kind of a girl. 
Back to the Bricks 
“T HEAR the Van Antlers have left their Adirondack camp 
and opened up their town house.” 
“Tsn’t it early for them to do that?” 
“Yes. But Van Antler said he longed for 
dom and simplicity of city life—after their full 
you know.” 


the free- 
summer, 


Into the Discard 





young lady, permit me 
to compliment this es- 
tablishment onthe 
acoustic properties of 
its soup. It is the best 
I ever listened to.’ ’ 


The Wrong Pitch 

“IT never considered 
*’Squire Ramsbottom 
half as big a man as he 
always seemed to think 
he was,” said old Riley 
Rezzidew. ‘Of course, 
he has been as fair 
and, reliable a Justice 
of the Peace, during 
the seven terms he has 
held the office, as we’ve 
ever had. But he cer- 








Mrs. Flubdub—John, 
in these hard times, 
don’t you ever try to 
save any money? 

Mr. Flubdub — Sure. 
I saved four dollars to- 
day. Borrowell struck 
me for a loan of five and 
I only let him have one. 


Patriot by Proxy 

“Very public spirit- 
ed, is he not?” 

“Oh, yes! He is con- 
tinually in a high fever 
because somebody else 
does not do something 
about something im- 
mediately.” 





Well Along 





tainly does pitch the 
poorest game of horse- 
shoes of any man of his 
experience that I ever have you towards it? 
seen.” Jack—A wife. 


Drawn by Barxsvace Rocers 


War RoMANCE 


Mrs. Johnly—Jack, I hear that you are going to start housekeeping. 


Bess—How oldis Mae? 

Jess—She has reached 
the “wouldn’t marry the 
best man living” age. 


What 











SS ee SE Se Oe en Oe le eee 





Doing Their Bit: 4y Walt Mason 








HE hens are 

laying daily, to 

help the war 

along, and they 

are cackling 

gavly a loud triumphant 

song. The roosters, too, 

are crowing, it’s what 

their lungs are for; and all 

of them are knowing that 

eggs will win the war. Oh, 

patriotic chickens! Their 

racketings denote they'll 

labor like the dickens to 
get the kaiser’s goat. 

It seems to me all crit- 

ters are straining nerve 

and thew to pass along the 


bitters to Wilhelm and his : : ‘ 











> mil pails. They come when 
| stars are rising, from 
meadow, glen and tor, for 
| well they’re realizing that 
| milk will win the war. 
] The pigs out there are 
| squealing for swill, and still 
| more swill; they have 
| that loyal feeling, and 


want to squelch Red Bill. 

(in | This thought they seem to 
TY): \ | cherish, as to their 
Tal troughs they wend: “The 
, R || sooner that we perish, the 
sooner war will end. We 


| 
want to help to flatten 
| the kaiser and his bunch; 





to do that we must fatten, 
so bring along the lunch. 








: ~~ : , P Drawn by Gaant Hamiton Our boy s are needing 
he cows, with instinct It Seems to Me Att Critters Are Strraininc Nerv: bacon, our boys are need- 
broader than anyone AnD THEW ing lard, to furnish which 


would dream, now hunt 

the kind of fodder that turns out milk and cream. At 
dusk, with wholesome grub full, to barnyards they 
cavort, and give about a tubful, where once they 


gave a quart Alas, for Kaiser Billy when all the 
— . . s | . ‘ 
cows combine to knock the tvrant silly so he'll take 


in his sign! The cows at eve are coming, a-switching o 


we're achin’ for death, 
though death is hard. Bring on the corn and barley, 
the boiled excelsior, to do up Bill and Charley—for 
pork will win the war.” 

It seems to me all critters are doing what they can 
to pass along the bitters to Prussia’s batty man. Per- 
haps I’m only dreaming, perhaps I am insane, but it’s a 
pleasant seeming for one to entertain. 
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Drawn by Catvent Surru 


The Champion Long Distance Diver 





Bec Parpon! But Wuere Am I? 
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“REALLY,” Saip THE YoUNG Woman, “I Can’t Waste Any More Time Wirtu You.” 


Tactical Advances 
By J. A. WALDRON 


Illustration by Lawrence FEeLiLows 


HE drive for. Red Cross millions wason. At 
bazaars noted actresses were bartering kisses 
for subscriptions, and society women who 
usually wear exclusive airs relaxed and were 
colloquially gracious to common persons 

whose appearance suggested that they had money 
which might- be arrived at through familiar initiative. 

On the streets girls of varying social circles by their 
arts made stingy men generous and generous men 
spendthrifts for the moment. 

On Fifth Avenue, where prospects always swarm, 
young women figuratively went afield. They induced 
men in motors to tarry for chats that meant money, 
although this is the most difficult of soliciting stunts 
unless the machines be caught stationary at the curb. 
A man in a moving car may logically ignore any 
challenge unless a traffic officer has something to say. 

One young woman so charming that her aura 
reached at least to the center of the highway had but 
to fix her eyes upon the average motorist to confuse 
immediate traffic, and the curb where she had taken 
her position was almost steadily occupied by one 
machine or another whose owner was “giving up.” 
Some caught without currency wrote checks upon the 


spot. This young woman clinched her sales quickly 


and sent her clients on their ways until she interested 
one young man in a Rolls-Royce. 
to dismiss. 


He was not so eas} 


She had used her usual method with him, but he had 
written no check, nor had he depleted an impressive 
roll of new bills of high denomination that he had drawn 
from his pocket as a device to prolong conversation. 

“Really,” said the young woman, “I can’t waste 
any more time with you. I might have had a lot of 
money from others while you have been delaying me.” 

The young man peeled off a fifty-dollar bill. “‘ This 
for the Red Cross if you will give me your name.” 

She frowned and for a moment hesitated. ‘ You are 
rude! Yet the Red Cross needs the money.” She took 
the bill before she added: “My name is Margaret.” 

“But you’re unfair! I thought I was paying for 
your full pame. Here’s another fifty for the rest of it.” 

“Margaret Calvert.” 

“Are you married?” 

“Really, I can’t go into personal details. You must 
excuse me.” She showed impatience, and her eyes 
roved as though in search of another prospect. 

‘“Here’s a hundred for an answer, whether it be 
‘yes’ or ‘no’.”” He held out another bill. 

She took the bill. “I am not married.” 

“Well, are you engaged to marry?”’ 

“Why, this is nothing short of impudence!” 
turned on her heel. 

“Wait, Miss Calvert, please!” he called. “Here is 
another hundred if you will truly answer me that ques- 
tion.” 


She 
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She turned, blushing, and put out her hand for the 
ioney. “I am not engaged.” 
“Now I’m going to ask another question. I hope 
you will not misinterpret it. My word of honor that I 
mean no offense, Miss Calvert. Will you give me your 
address?” 
“No.” 
“Not for 
things for the cause. 
bazaar last night, 


the Red Cross? Women are doing foolish 

I kissed a débutante at the Garden 
and it cost me only half of what 
I gave you at first. A chap bet me I couldn’t manage 
it. But I mean no such nonsense with you. Here is 
another hundred if you will give me your address.” 
He extended another bill. 

“I protest against this! But I’m working for the 
cause, and for the Red Cross alone I shall give you my 
address.”” She named an apartment house uptown. 
“But thie must end it. Good-by.” 

And showing embarrassment she walked away until 
the young man was out of sight. She resumed her 
work with a chastened spirit. She had lost something 
of confidence. 

When Miss Calvert—for that was her name, and she 
had given her real address—went uptown that evening 
to the home she made with a married sister she was 





PuHere’s An} 





Her 


greatly perturbed over the episode. 


sister laughed over it. “What sort of a 
looking chap was he?” she asked. 
“Why, he was very good-looking. But 


> 


think of his audacity! 

“All good-looking men are audacious, 
dear. And your new acquaintance must 
have money to burn!” 

“Ugh! He’s no acquaintance of mine! 
And he probably never earned a dollar in 
his life! And what is worst of all, he is a 
slacker. How I hate slackers!” 

And she thought of their only brother, 
Jim—the three were alone in the world— 
who had enlisted in the Navy long before 
and was now anensign. What a difference! 

Miss Calvert was secretary to a down- 
town banker who had given her permission 
to devote her time to the Red Cross during 
his absence in Washington. As he had re- 
turned, she went to her work the next 
morning. 

That evening on arriving home she found 
a mass of flowers in her name but there was 
no clue to the donor. She sniffed con- 
temptuously at them. There were more 
flowers tHe next evening, and a call to the 


‘phone. The chap of the Rolls-Royce was 
on the wire. He asked if he might call. 
Her “no” was abrupt, and she rang off. 


There were more flowers, but she ignored 
them. Finally there was a note by mail. 
The young man, who gave his name as 
“Harold Swaine,” begged to be permitted 
to call, assuring her that his intentions 
were honorable. 

She answered his note briefly, advising 
him that the money he had been spending 


ines for flowers should have gone into War Sav- 
ings Stamps, suggesting that honorable 
young men of his age were either in the 
Army or thé Navy, and telling him flatly that she did 


not care to add to her unwilling acquaintance with him. 

Flowers and importunity ceased. And Miss Calvert 
was glad to be rid of Harold Swaine. Yet she often 
thought it a pity that a man of his sort had no serious 
thought of the war. 

Weeks went by and the sisters began to worry about 
their brother. There had been no communication from 
him. They were about to make inquiry at Naval head- 
quarters when a wire came that he would visit them the 
next day previously to sailing for Europe. 

.They watched from the window for him. He 
appeared in a car tooled by a common sailor, familiarly 
known as a “gob,” yet far more spruce than common 
sailors usually appear. 

Jim brought the sailor up in the elevator with him 
and introduced Harold Swaine. 


The Real Obstacle 
‘Mercedes says all in the world that keeps her from going 
on the stage is consideration for her family name,” stated 
Claudine, of the rapid fire restaurant. 
““Gee!”’ responded Heloise, of the same establishment. “Is 
that all?’ 


“Nah! She’s bow-legged.” 
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THe WorRKINGMAN AND THE CHART 
ROFESSOR IRVING FISHER, who has 


many interesting ideas, has had another. 

The unrest of the workingman, he tells us, is 

due to the fact that he puts a peg in a shoe, or 

a bolt in an automobile; that is to say, he is a 
piece worker, and so cannot visualize his part in the 
finished product. 

Professor Fisher does not propose that the employer 
furnish judicious interludes of rag-time, or that the 
workmen knock off every now and then for a bit ot 
tango. Nothing like that. His remedy is a system o1 
charts, “‘whereby men could record by a series of curves 
just what was happening at each stage of the process.” 
That these charts will do the trick, Professor Fisher 
undertakes to prove by the experience of one Wolf, who 
he says has doubled his output of wood-pulp and 
greatly improved its quality by their use. Mr. Wolf is a 
real flesh-and-blood witness, and hence even more con- 
vincing than Sairy Gamp’s Mrs. Harris. 

The Professor says that he would not take $1,000,000 
a minute to give up his work and go into a shoe factory 
or an automobile fatory. Probably not. Most of us can 
think of plenty of jobs we wouldn’t swap ours for, but 
all of us can think of plenty of jobs we’d rather have 
than ours. 

We read the other day of a sculptor who finished a 
wonderful work of art 
and then nearly died of 
chagrin because the edi- 
tors wouldn’t print a 
wretched sonnet which 
he had written about it. 
What Professor Fisher 
really wants is not a 
chart to relieve human 
monotony but a law to 
repeal human nature. 

Even so, when we 
face the Recording Angel 
and realize the infinite 
littleness of all we have 
done, it would be a com- 
fort to hand him a chart. 
A chart would come in 
mighty handy, too, to 
hand to the wife. Wives 
are so hard to convince 
of the importance of 
one’s business engage- 
ments, particularly such 


as keep one out at night. Drawn by Russ Westover 
Then take the Presi- 


dent. We Americans hate titles so cordially that we'd 
travel across the country any day to shake a real live 
President by the hand, and in spite of the omnipresent 
Tumulty, a good many of us get todoit. Think of the 
time the President would save and the increased efficiency 
he would derive from sending us out a chart instead! 

There was a man who lived near Buffalo who used to 
go fishing with Grover Cleveland in the old days. He 
dropped in at the White House several times, only to be 
told: “The President cannot be disturbed.” One day 
the attendant took pity on him and tried to engage him 
in conversation. “Where is Tonawanda?” he asked, 
looking at the visitor’s card. “Tonawanda,” replied the 
visitor, “is half way between Buffalo and H—— and 
you and Grover may both go there.” 

It is as clear to us that there ought to be a chart 
as it was to Tony Weller that there ought to be 
“a alleybi.” 

SIXES AND SEVENS 
ATEST reports from the Jordan sector do not indi- 
cate that the Turkish guerrilla bands thereabouts 


are singing “‘on the other side of Jordan there is rest 
for me.” 


* . > > * 


Bolshevism in Russia seems to give birth to every- 
thing the French Reign of Terror did—except a 
Napoleon. 





“You’Lt Never Get Up Tuere WitH Tuat Loap On!”’ 
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For Revenue Only—* Wit! 
debts you have the assurance t 


the hand of my daughter? What 
thir King otf 


My debts.” Boston Transcr 


Second Choice—Suilor (to 
the only daughter of a_ very 
wealthy widow Dear Grete 

} 2 


will you be mine 
Grete—Oh, I I—do not know 


Pray speak to mother fir 
Suitor—But unfortunately she 

ha sed ne Transa } 

l 


A pplicable—" Jimson made an 


awfully funny mis ike DY gelling 
out a dog per for a marriage 
li ‘ sf 

Not so mu fa mistak¢ I 
guess If he marries that woman 
she'll lead hir 1 dog’s | € 


Be limtor 1 pote 


The Trouble I admit that 
I should like to marry.” 

‘Well, why don’t you? Can’t 
you find a wife?’ 

‘Oh, ves, but no suitable father 
in-law Boston Transcript 


Profiteering—“ Wives are sold 
1 the Fiji Islands for five dollars 
each.” 


i! 


Ugh.” 

‘Shame, isn’t it?” 

‘Yep,” growled the grouchy 
bachelor, “more profiteering.”’— 
Kansas City Journal 


A Sudden Suspicion—“ Fred, do you 


remember where you were in 
asked the bride of a few months. 


‘Why, no, dear, I don’t remember 
exactly,” replied the young husband. 


“Why do you ask?”’ 
‘Why, I was reading today 


paper that it said that in 1910 one person 
in every 800 in the United States was in 


prison.’’—Roller Monthly. 





Over the Prunes 


Frenzied Frippery 





A Sweeping Assertion 
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MONEY 


Unless—There is no capitalistic pres 
in Florida unless it be over at Moor 
Haven, where an editor claims to ow! 
two suits of clothes.—Lakewood (F 


Telegram 


Generous—Diner—I say, 
waiter, I’ve dropped a quarter 
} 














somewhere about this place. If 
you find it let me have it back; 
if you don’t you can keep it. 
Boston Transcript. 


Perpetual Motion—Far be it 
from us to hurl any damp blanket 
the habitual maximists, but a 
man from Rolling Stone, Mont 
ithered a Chicago widow's 
$10,000 the other day and rolled 
on.— Buffalo News. 


How It Looked to Him—A 
man who had been called up for 
medical examination had curi 
ously defective eyesight. At times 
he could see fairly well, and at 
others he was so blind that he had 
to have a friend to guide him. 

On the day of the examina- 
tion he arrived on the arm of his 
friend. 

Several ordinary tests for the 
eyesight were tried in vain, and 
at last the doctor, growing exas- 








“So you wish to 
said the proud 


The Upper Class 
’ replied the young man. 

‘How much money are you making?” 
“Forty dollars a week,” 


daughter can make that in a 
work overtime.”’ 


perated, seized a large empty 
metal garbage can lid and asked 
ere “Can you see thai?” 

“Yes,” came the reply. 

‘Well, what is it?” 
“Half a dollar!” —London Tit-Bits. 


Wanted a Square Deal—* Just 


thought of that V you loaned me three 
years ago, old man. Here it is, and a 
thousand thanks.” 


‘Hold on! Two dollars and thirty 


cents more, if you please. A dollar is 
worth only fifty-four cents compared 
with what it was when you got the loan.”’ 


-Boston Transcript 











After the Bombardment 




















An Engrossing Melody.—Le Péle-Méi 
(Paris). 


5” - Pane 


WHEEZES 


Inquire Within—A 
tour the 


vaudeville per 
former who used to English 
provinces with a flock of trained ducks 
found managers no longer willing to book 
his show. After he had been “resting”’ 
for some time, he received a telegram 
asking him to open on the following 
Monday at a variety theater in the north 
of England. 

In reply he wired: 

“Regret cannot come. Have eaten 
my troupe.” —London Tit-Bits. 


Room for ’Em—‘“ There are a great 
many tiers in this jail.” 

“Yes, and there ought to be another 
kind.” 

“What is that?” 

“ Profiteers.” —Ballimore American. 


Got Out of It—‘I don’t believe in 
putting off till tomorrow what you can 
do today.” 

“Pay me that ten dollars, then.’ 

“The rule doesn’t apply; that’s some- 
thing I can’t do today.”—Boston Tran- 
script. 


, 


Wanted a Likeness—“This photo- 
graph doesn’t flatter you, my dear.” 

“T’ll have to pass up the flattery this 
Kansas City 


time. It’s for a passport.” 


Journal. 
from his 


Another—The arose 


seat and quietly walked over and closed 


man 


the window. 
‘Another draft evader,” said an on- 


looker.—Detroit Free Press. 


A Model—“ That ladies’ tailor neither 
smokes, drinks, swears, 
“Well, a ladies’ tailor has to be a man 


nor ¢ hew "ha 


of good habits.” —Baltimore American. 

Snap—“ An easy job will suit me.” 

“How about winding the clocks every 
week?” 

“T might make that do. But what’s 
the matter with tearing the leaves off the 
calendars every month?’’— Le Rire ( Paris 

Lisp or Lump It 
has even cut down conversation at teas.’ 

“What do you mean?” 

‘Why, you can’t even ask a guest 
‘How 


Baltimore American. 


“The Government 


many lumps do you take?’”’ 


All He Could Get 
sacrificed your good name and every 
thing for a paltry dollar?” 
preacher. 

“Sure!” replied the village tough. 
“That was all the fellow had!”—Yonkers 


“And so you 


asked the 


Statesman. 
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Knew the Wife—Ycust—How are 
you feeling this morning? 
Rocky. But say, 


I woke up this morning I found money 


Crimsonbeak when 
in three por kets. 

“Oh, 
night?” —Yonkers Statesman. 


then you didn’t go home last 


A Slap on Maud—E£dith—So you 
think Maud has become quite econom- 
ical? 

Madge ” Yes; 
she economized on the number of candles 
she put on her birthday cake?—Boston 
Transcript. 


didn’t you notice how 


How She Voted—An amusing inci 
dent is related in connection with the 
recent primary election in Potsdam, N. ¥ 
An enrolled Democratic woman 
desired to mark her ballot for Se¢ retary 
of State Francis M. Hugo, but as his 
name did not appear she decided to writ« 
it in. She accordingly wrote the nam« 
of “Victor Hugo.” 

After leaving the polling place she 
began to have some misgivings and de 
cided to tell a friend. Upon learning 
that she had voted for a dead author 
instead of a real live secretary of state 
the fair voter became greatly distressed 
and returned to rectify the error, but 
the inspectors informed her that she could 
Albany Journa 


voter 


not vote over again. 


The German Prisoners 








Frangai 


> French are in a mess. 


They don’t 


avent plus ou nous fourrer!”’ 


know where to put us.”"—La Victoire 
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What He Should Have Thought— 
A barber, after scraping away industri- 
ously for a few moments, made the usual 
inquiry: 

“Razor all right, sir?”’ 

“My good man, if you hadn’t men- 
tioned it I should never have known 
there was a razor on my face.”’ 

Che barber beamed. 

“Thank you, sir,” he said. 

“No,” added the customer, reflectively, 
“T should have thought you were using 
a file.”"—Roller Monthly. 


Heroic Impulse—Algernon (excit- 
edly)—Oh, Miss Deering, half an hour 
ago I was just a minute too late to assist 
in rescuing a man from drowning! The 
crowd formed a human chain and 

i/ice (interrupting)—You were the 
missing link? —Buffalo Express. 


The Nothing-to-Say Bore—W il/lie 
Paw, what is an after-dinner speaker? 

Paw—An after-dinner speaker is a man 
who gets up and announces that he has 
nothing to say and then goes ahead and 
says it for two hours, my son.—Cincin 
nati Enquirer. 

Left to His Fate—W ife—John, there’s 
a burglar downstairs. He’s in the pantry 
eating my pie 

Hub (drowsily)—Well, I’m not going 
to get up this time o’ night to give 
him dyspepsia tablets.—Boston Tran- 
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“Songs Before Sunset.”—London Evening 
Vews 


To the Point—Subbubs was helping 
load up the van, as they were moving, 
When a very grimy old junkman came 
along. 

“Is there anything you don’t need that 
I might take?” asked the grimy one. 

“Yes,’’ snapped Subbubs, “a bath.” 
Boston Transcript. 


Wasted Energy—Professor Phineas 
Shark, the eminent statistician and math- 
ematician, who writes exclusively for this 
department, estimates that between now 
and May 1, 1919, the average bowler, 
lifting, lugging and throwing bowling 
balls three nights a week, will expend 
energy equivalent to carrying 34567 
cords of wood 304 miles and piling it up. 

Detroit News. 


Yank-ed! 




















Uncle Sam Rounds Up the Hun Cattle.— Bystander (London). 





DOCTORS 





Blind Inference—Doctor—Thcemas, 
did Mrs. Popjoy get the medicine I 
ordered yesterday? 

Thomas—I believe so, sir; I see all 
the blinds down this morning.—Doctor’s 
Leisure Hour. 


Fate—His wife had followed him across 
to be a Red Cross nurse. During a bit of 
German strafing he fell wounded and woke 
up several hours later in a field hospital. 
His wife was bending over him. “ Ain’t 
that just my luck, Jenny,” he mur- 
mured. ‘With all the pretty nurses 
there are over here to look after the sol- 
diers I had to draw you.’’—Reedy’s Maga- 


cine. 


A Friend Indeed—Doctor—I don’t 
think it is anything very serious, but you 
will have to stay in bed at least two 
weeks. 

Patient—Say, doctor, do you know I 
am paying $4 a day for this room? 

Doctor—Yes, I am a friend of the pro- 
prietor.—Hotel Gazette. 


Down, Hoover, Down! 
Have a heart for your poor epiglottis, 
Don’t crowd down your victuals, for 
what is 
More sad than the sight 
Of a wind-pipe plugged tight 
When the food fails to see where the 
slot is.—The Limeratomy. 


At Last—Pullman Passenger—Well, 
Rastus, I hear that Uncle Sam is now in 
charge of your sleeping-car. 

Porter—Yes, sah; Ah knew sooner 
or later he was going to get this 
here berth-control.—Chicago Medical Re- 
corder. 

Medical Term—‘“ You must isolate 
the patient.” 

“All right, Doctor; where shall 
we put the ice?”—Baltimore Ameri- 
can. 


Not Mincing Matters—Dr. Jephson 
of Leamington was noted for being 
brusque and unceremonious. A great 
London lady, a high and mighty leader 
of society, who had been taken suddenly 
ill, sent for him. Jephson was so offhand 
with her grace that she turned on him 
angrily and asked: “Do you know to 
whom you are speaking?”’ 

“Oh, yes,” replied Dr. Jephson quietly, 
“to an old woman with the stomach- 
ache.’’—Doctor’s Leisure Hour. 
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The Champ Retreater—Fisher—lI 
understand the German crown prince 
leads a pretty fast set. 

Fowler—Well, he is going some if he 
keeps ahead of them in the running now. 
—Youngstown Telegram. 


A Diagnosis—Whatever may be the 
matter with the kaiser’s nerves, we know 
it isn’t shell-shock.—Kansas City Star. 


Wisdom—tThe tattooed man who has 
a picture of Emperor William on his 
breast wants it removed before some 
radical skins him alive—Youngstown 
Telegram. 





Raining on the Rhine 








qu'une petite averse 


gare a r Tage. n 

‘This is only a shower. Wait till the 
storm comes!”—Le Rire (Pari;). 

He Surely Is—Yeasit—It is stated 
that this war has cost the kaiser billions 
and billions of dollars. 

Crimsonbeak—W ell, has; 
he’s getting a run for his money now, all 
Yonkers Statesman 


suppose it 


right, isn’t he? 

That Strained Quality—Daniel Wil- 
lard, former chairman of the War Indus- 
tries Board, said at a dinner in Washing- 
ton: ‘The Germans are funny people. 
They are whining now that the world is 
unjust to them. They remind me of an 
old maid who once went to a fashionable 
photographer’s and had herself photo- 
graphed in a low-necked white gown. 
Looking at the result, the old maid 
hissed: ‘This photograph doesn’t do me 
justice.’ ‘Justice, ma’am?’ said the 
photographer. ‘Don’t talk about justice. 
What you want is mercy.’”—Washington 
Post. 











A Mean Job—‘If I look wan and 
distressed this morning,”’ announced the 
Old Scout, “it’s because of the dream I 
had last night. I dreamed that I lived in 
Germany and had been appointed yell 
master to lead the cheering on the kaiser’s 
birthday.”’"—Detroit News. 


Where Their Hearts Are—Bombing 
their cathedrals and hospitals might an- 
noy the Germans, but to madden them 
we must bomb the breweries.—Chicago 
News. 


Suspicious—Former Senator Bailey, 
of Texas, said in Albany the other day: 

“The Germans believe that a pacifist 
nation is a coward nation. Propose peace 
to the Germans, and they will fall upon 
and crush you, convinced that you’re 
afraid to fight. 

“The Germans are like the chap in 
evening dress who went up to the box- 
office man and said eagerly: 

“* Have you got two front-row seats on 
the aisle for tonight?’ 


“*Vep. Here you are,’ said the box- 
office man. 
“But the chap in evening clothes 


frowned. 
“*Keep ’em,’ he said. ‘The show 
can’t be any good.’”—Washington Star. 


No Slacker He—“I see,” said Kaiser 
Bill as he read the noon editions, “that 
enemy soldiers are planning to invade the 
Fatherland. But when they arrive 
Father won’t be here.”” Whereupon he 
resumed packing his grip.—Detroit News. 


The Return of Ulysses 








Slipping 











gun.’ —Exv 


has sunk so 
take an aeroplane to get to Hadcs.”’ 
Billy Sunday in a Sermon. 








“Ca?..mon ch 

Tu comprends, ton portrait a toi 

précieux, je lavais mis } 
“That? Oh, that, dear—that’s an aviator. 

You see, dear, your picture is so precious that 

I was afraid to keep it out during these air 

raids.” —Le Rire (Paris). 


from der 
citizen 





** Addio, sospirata cuccagna!”’ 
“Farewell, hoped-for delights!”—J/ 420 
(Florence ). 


All Safe—The Kaiserin, we presume, 
is never heard singing “Where Is My 
Wandering Boy Tonight?” She knows 
he’s safe. Which goes for all six.—De- 
troit News. 


Place for Half-Wit—A recruiting ofli- 
cer in Germany determined that no pros- 
pective soldier should elude him. One 
man said he was too old, but the officer 
replied: ‘‘ Von Hindenburg is seventy-two 
and he’s in. Get a gun.” 

Another man with one arm came up to 
claim exemption, and the officer said: 
“The kaiser’s in. Get a gun.” 

Finally a woman brought her half- 
witted and “No 
matter; the crown prince is in. Get a 
rvbody’s Magazine. 


son, the officer said: 


Righteous Exaggeration— The kaiser 


low that he will have to 


“Vat’s der news 
asked Berlin 


And Still Going 
frondt?’”’ 
of another. 

‘‘Ach! Der news iss dot der frondt is 


one 


now Vere der rear vas,”’ replied the second 
dolefully, emptying his stein of sawdust 
beer.—Boston Transcript. 
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ON THE FARM. 


ee ee eee 


4 Rural Compromise—A vacatior 
st, just returned, relates having over 


heard this bit of bucolic dickering 


Hiram, when are you goin’ to ] 
me them eight dollars for pasturin’ your 
heifer I’ve had her now fer about ten 
weeks +s 

Why, Sam, the critter ain’t worth 


a 
more’n ten dollars 


Well, s’posin’ l keep her fer what vou 
owe me oe 
Not by a jugful! Tell you what I'll 


do, though ke ep her two weeks more an’ 
, ; 











Had Him by the Throat—Recentl; 
1 farmer with a fretful cast of countenance 
entered the general store of a country 
ywn, and without pausing to chat with 


the 


the oracles and prophets perc hed on 
barrels and boxes, made straightway for 
the proprietor 

“What seems to be the trouble this 
mornin’ Josh?” asked the proprietor, 
noticing what seemed to be trouble com 
ing his way “Got somethin’ else to kick 
about?” 

‘I don’t like to kick, Sam,” responded 
the farmer, “but I do wish ye'd light a 
lamp when ye go down in yer cellar 
That butter I got here last Tuesday 
turned out to be patent axle grease, an—’’ 


interjected the groceryman, 


* Gee 


Rarefied Recipe 





Ou ‘ 4 ? 
\ C 
e N 
rr “—— it on earth do 1 put in ther 
Insect | ler?” —L' Illustration (Par 


showing some concern. ‘What did it do 
to them summer boarders at your house? ”’ 

“What did it do to them?”’ responded 
“Why it 
lubricated their teeth and throats so 
derned slippery that they swallowed 


Josh, with a reflective sigh 


about four dollars’ worth o’ high-priced 
grub instead o’ 20 cents’ worth.” —Phila- 
deiphia Tele graph 


It Wasn't Bad—ElectionA gent—That 
was a good long speech our candidate 
made on the farming question, wasn’t it? 

Farmer—Oh, yes, it wasn’t bad; but 
a couple o’ nights’ good rain wud a’ done a 
sight more good.—British Farm and Home 


Harvest Home—“ Now, let me see,” 
says the modern farmer, looking over his 
field; ‘‘there’s a new automobile in that 
lot, a dress apiece for the girls, a hat for 
Maria and somethin’ left over for Bob 
in France to set ’em up to the fellers.”’ 


Tole do Blade 


YANKS ' 


Freshies—Among the visitors at At 
lantic City recently were 1,500 husky 
soldiers from the Southwestern States, 
training at Camp Dix. Two big Ari 
zonans in the group, wandering along the 
Boardwalk, were getting their first near 
glimpse of the ocean 

They walked down the Steps to the 
beach, watched the waves for a moment 
ind approached the water’s edge. There 
thes leaned over, dipped their hingers in 
the water and put the fingers in their 
mouth. 

‘By cracky!” said one, “‘it is salty, 
isn’t it?” —Philadelphia North American. 





‘YOUNGSTERS | 


A Little Gum Drop— Bessie was tell- 


ing rather excitedly about a dream she 
had, when suddenly she stuttered, gulped 
and stopped without completing the 


sentence. 

“Why, child, what’s the matter?” her 
mother asked. 

‘I swallowed a word,” answered 
Bessie with a rueful smile.—Boston Tran- 
script 


Sweet Reproof—A South Side ma- 
tron who is fond of candy was sitting 
in her home with a box in her lap, the 
other day, when the little daughter of a 
neighbor came to call. 

Despite the fact that the little girl 
gazed longingly at the box for some mo 
ments, the matron did not effer her any 
of the candy 

Finally, however, she bethought her 
self, smiled at the little girl, and inquired: 

“Helen, do you like candy?” 

{nd Helen replied: 

“Well, I guess you don’t think so.” 


Youngstown Telegram. 


High Time—* Cleopatra! Cleopatra!” 
called little Jessie, who liked big names 
for her pets. 

“Why, I thought your cat’s name was 
Napoleon,” protested the visitor. 

‘*He was Napoleon till he had his kit- 
tens,” affirmed Jessie, stoutly.—T7it-Bits. 


The Imperial Guard 

















‘Et pour notre grande offensive de paix; 
) a 


yu'on mobilise tous les menteur 


“And now for the grand peace offensive. 


Order a mobilization of all the liars!” —ZLe 


Rire (Pari 








Hunger Breeds Wild Imaginings 











Here is a cute conception, from Aladder 
adat Berlin, of the awful blockade of New 
Yor y the un rsea ink¢ : Liberty 

I 1 to | ayin “Oh, unfortunat 
I No longer can you enjoy my bless 

I} acteristically accurate piece 
\ ‘ n ed to Berlin | the official 
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The Whole Family 
Mother 
She cannot play the piano, and no matter 
what we say, 
We never can coax her to go intoacabaret, 
She cannot play a game of whist, at cards 
she makes no hit, 
But she is there in cookjng, and she can 
sew and knit. 


Father 
He cannot play a game of ball, at bil- 
liards he’s a joke, 
He cannot sing the latest songs, for if he 
did we’d choke, 
He cannot even drive a Ford, such things 
he doesn’t know, 
But he can work the whole day long, 
dough. 


and 

make a lot of 
The Rest of the Family 

rhe ukulele we can play, the piano it’s a 
pipe . 

(And we can sing the latest songs, and do 
all dances right, 

And baseball, football, other games, for 

"us they all were meant, 

when it comes to working, we cannot 


Roller Monthly. 


But 
arn a cent 
Mr. 


Why She Waited Flatbush- 


I wish you wouldn’t spend so much of 
your time in department stores, dear. 
Mrs. Flatbush—Good gracious! 


You 








wouldn’t have me come away without 
my change, would you?—VYonkers States- 
man. 
. 
A Winner 
on the alimony she gets.” 


“My wife manages nicely 
“Why, you amaze me I didn’t know 
you were separated.”’ 

“We aren't. 
wins at bridge from Mrs. de Vorsay.”’ 


I refer to the alimony she 
Boston Transcript. 


The Right View— Mrs. Snobson—My 
dear, you don’t really mean to Say you 
darn vour husband’s hose? 

Mrs. Wright—Of course I do. If aman 
foots his wife’s bills, she should at least 
San 


stockings 


be willing to foot his 
Argonaut 


Francis 





Marked Down—‘In the afternoon 
Bargin’s store 
tomers.” 

Five o’clock ?” 

“No, 4.58.” —Brooklyn Eagle 


serves tea to its cus- 


Saving His Strength 
a Northumberland 
“tha never put me any sugar in mi tay 


“Jenny,” said 
farmer to his wife 
this mornin’.”’ 

“Eh, Tom,” said Jenny, ‘‘an’ it will often 
occur while we hev such scanty rations.”’ 

“Well,” said Tom, ‘“‘when it happens 
again, tha mun let me know.” 

“Stull, Tom,” 
ignorance is bliss ’tis folly to be wise.” 

‘Bliss be blowed,”’ said Tom," aw’m noan 
gooin’ to waste my strength stirring up tay 
when I don’t need to!’’—Pearson’s Weekly. 


argued Jenny, “where 








The Higher the Fewer 














, Jack, nous devons 
Pourvu que l'on ne rédutse pa 


“Yes, my boy, 





absolument ménager nos tissu 
la longueur de mon uniforme.” 

















et nos lainag 


we'll have to go the limit in conserving wool.” 


‘Just so they don’t reduce the length of my uniform.”—La Batonnette (Paris). 
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Waking Up to France: 


By Lawton Mackall 





To-day we are awaking to 





P- HE authorities who 





staged the recent 

Liberty Loan 

campaign in New 

York showed a 
fine sense of the dramatic in } 
arranging a special day and 
a special parade in honor of 
each of our Allies. These 
processions of battle-scarred 
heroes stirred the imagina- 
tion and emotion of all be- 
holders, making us Ameri- 
cans who are in the habit of 
regarding ourselves nation- 





France. 

In the field of music we 
allowed ourselves to be sadly 
German - ridden. Teutons 
dominated our choral organi- 
zations, conducted our or- 
chestras, controlled or intimi- 
dated our concert-managers 
and maintained practically an 
embargo on French music. 
A noted Belgian opera-singer, 
for example, had all her 
American engagements can- 
celled following an anti-Hun 
interview in a newspaper. 











ally as the Absolute It, pause 














— Hearing little of the French 





and reflect. Some of the 
fancy nations, such as Li- 
beria, Honduras and Siam (of course you could point 
them out on the map—after a hasty glance in the 
Britannica), appealed to little more than our curiosity: 
interesting specimens of unfamiliar peoples—good 
fellows because they were fighting with us, and brave 
men, because they had the look of it—yet, nevertheless, 
giving us the impression of being strange exhibits, 
features in the grand side-show of Glory. A sparse 
sample of Nicaraguans with their pretty anchor-on-blue 
flags; silk-hatted negro dignitaries gliding past in 
touring-cars; Montenegrin veterans amazingly be- 
medalled—these were stimulatingly picturesque; but 
the French—Ah! there was the thrill! 

France! What 
potency of  in- 
spiration there is 
in the word! And 
yet until recently 
it signified to 
the average Amer- 
ican only the 
headquarters for 
female fashions 
and face powders 
and frisky fiction, 
the place where 
gullible tourists 
found the awful- 
ness they craved; 
the home of wait- 
er and musical 
come ly counts 

But now we've 


' ' 


a shock. Gen- 





Foch and his 
cool-headed fight- 
ers have smashed 
through our long- 
built-up wall of ig- 
norance and pre- 
conceived notions 
The unguesse 

truth is reaching 
us with a rush. 


Photo by Marcia Stein 





Lubooska, part of “Everything” at the Hippodrome, dashing off a Russian ballet 
entitled ““Counter-Revolutions.” 


music, we imagined there 
was little worth hearing. But last month we had 
arevelation. The French government, which has never 
conducted musical propaganda as the Germans have 
done, sent over the great orchestra of the Conservatoire. 
Their first concert given at the Metropolitan Opera 
House on October 15 effectually settled the Teuton bluff. 

This varied programme of all French music was 
played by the eighty-piece orchestra with a precision, 
brilliancy and richness of color such as New York 
audiences seldom have heard. When the intermission 
arrived the performers (instead of rushing lumbering]; 
out for steins of beer as is the custom with German 
orchestras after their truculent baton-wielder has 
pompously  pre- 
ceded them), re- 
mained seated, 
and André Me - 
sager, their tall, 
elderly conducior 

—a leader of re- 
sponsive intellects 

took a chair un- 
assumingly among 
them. It was a 
delightful illustra- 
tion of French ce- 
mocracy. 

The same men- 
tal deftness—for 
the Gallic mind 
to the Hun mind 
as a violin is to a 
trombone—is _re- 
vealed in French 
drama, which is 
as yet virtually 
unknown to the 
American public. 

An account of 
some interesting 
French plays now 
being givenin New 
York will appear in 
next week’s JUDGE. 
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‘““How’s New York? Is the subway finished? 
“No. The street’s torn up same as ever. Saw 
more trenches over there than I ever saw over here.” 


























From “ Forever AFTER” 
Tep: I’m coming up. 
Jennie: You mustn’t. 

(He stops.) Oh, how I 


hate a coward! 
- 3 





From “ Dappies ” 
Adopters can’t always be choosers. 
“* How are you, Crockett? I thought 
you stipulated a boy.” 
“Well—er—I fancied a girl after- 
wards.” 







From 
“THe GIRL 
BEHIND THE 

Gun” 


From 
“Dappies’ 
(We are speaking 
of the lady on 
the left.) 
This ts what 
Robert Au- 
drey drez 
when he filled 
out the appli- 
cation blank 
for a small war 
orphan. She has 
brought her bag 


and evidently expects to stay. 






Some husbands lack a sense of humor. Prterre fails to recognize it 1s only for 
the good of the plot that his beauteous spouse is clinging to his double. 


= 


Pierre (barytonefully): Don’t like it, don’t like it! That fellow should be shot. 
Beneath my 14-collar 
My neck is getting hot! 
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for publi ication, 


pays $1 each for original 7 
and each reek 


exit Deck. 


Wheezes Lilttagy aud Naval 


. sailors and marines accepted 
$5 i au arded for the best original joke. 


»kes by soldie TS, 





























The Reason Why 
By A L. Burcu. 6th Observation Battery, F.A.C.0.T.8 
Camp Zachary Taylor, Ky 
ntering the army, this rookie was a 
peaceful lad, but rising at 5:15 a. m. went against 
his principles. On this particular morning, as he 
fell in line by the light of the full moon, his bunkie 
heard him mutter 
Why didn’t I think of 


It’s clear to me now 

that long ago?” 

Bunkie (puzzled) —What’s clear to you now? 

Rookie—The reason why all the great battles 
begin at daybreak 

Bunkie—Why? 

Rookie—Because when men have to get 
that time thev feel so much like fighting 


up at 


Think of His Feelings 














a ay onc ady 
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Feminine Favor 





Reciprocity 


Drawn by Conr. W. C. Batonam, Jn 
Camp McClellan, Ala 


+, Buddy, I'll swap that man’s-size slicker for 


ne that will fit you—whatcha say 








This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 


His Not to Reason Why 
By Patvate M. J. Hoaues, Base Hi pital Detachment, 
v. 


Camp Greene, 


7 HIE recruits were in line for their first meal, 
vhich consisted of slum (beef stew) with ice 
, om tor de - The cl . ona proed in the h 


noerted 
» gi 
u fel 
mbr 
” } 











The Big Sport 


A Sick Man 
By Private Hersert J. Maveuman, Cl 


ke, Ark 


ussification Board, Can 


Every man in the service knows the possible 


results of a typhoid serum injection—through 
observation, if not through actual experience. 
They can understand therefore why Privat 
Tubbs was moaning the night of his second 
“shot.”” Groan after groan gave voice to the 
darkness, instead of the usual snores. Finally 
some of the less patient began to direct withering 
sarcasms in the direction of the disturbing sounds 

“Shut up down there!”’ 

“How did that woman get in here?’ 

“Somebody put a muffler on that lily-livered 
roughneck!” 

‘Fellows,’ responded the sufferer, pathetically, 
‘I’m a sick man. I’m telling you—there’s been 
many a man died feeling better than I do.” 


With a Mill’s Grenade 








Drawn by Senet. Jack Donenty, Co. 19, 153rd Depot Brigade, 
ith Battalion, Camp Diz, N. J. 


Rookie—Hey, I pulled this pin out an’ let the 
ndle go. W vil L do n w? 
Just a Private 
By Essien Lesure E. Sanpers, U.S. N 





By Exston Lesurre E. Sanpens, (. 8S. N 
\ first lieutenant was visiting a friend who 
was not as yet In the service, the reason be ing 
mainly a little three-year-old. The lieutenant 
vas holding that personage on his new fifty 
dollar serge lap and the little miss wriggled 
down 
‘Emme down, ’emme down!” He 
let her down and after a few steps she 
turned back as if undecided. He followed 
his advantage 


‘Here, littl — come back. I am not 


Prt 





throu gh looking a t you yet.” 
“Yeh, but I’se froo ’ooking at ’oo, sodjer 
man!” 








THey! HOLD ON!! STOP!!! | 
DON'T SHOOT THAT FLAT-HEAD- 
1 SAW_HIM FIRST. ' 


W2AS LPOG S 
WASHING TON, I? CS 





A little Southern débutante was enter- 
taining a lad from the land of corn and 
cattle. She was discussing American ar- 
istocracy and her grandfather’s part in the 
Civil War. 

“And you say, Corporal, that your 
grandfather, too, was in the struggle with 
my Dixieland?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Oh, yes; 

“Naw, he was a buck private, and he ru 


and was he an officer?” 





Dra 





n by Pvr. Ina Henperson, §72nd Eng 


“Twat American Spirit” 


neers, Washington, D.C 


three perfectly good officers ragged all over 
your Dixieland.” 
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B. M. Dewnts, U. 


Drawn by Pvt. 


S.M.C. 
Marty Remarks: 
If Fritzic tries to tell- “K amerad”’ to the Marin 
vith his fingers crossed—kindly omit flower 


When He Balked 


By R. H. Wusox, U.S. 8 


Massachusetts 

rhe boat reserved for the captain’s private use 
on a battleship is known as the captain’s gig. 
\ division officer received the following scornful 
reply from a new recruit whom he had just 
ordered to “turn to” with the boat crew on the 
( aptain’s gig: 

“Sir, I spent most of my first day aboard here 
looking for green oil for the green lights, and a 
good share of my second looking for the key to the 
starboard watch, and if you think I’m fool enough 
to spend my third looking for a two-wheeled horse 
cart on a battleship you’ve got another think 
coming!’’ 
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Rich Cuban Cigars 30 


French's 
t a “thet ro » aengened teed, sh filler; strictly aa made, 
tie hh. mild and exquisite tropic flavor. Five 
¥ parcel post prepaid, direct to you for only 
limited introductory offer, at less than cost, 
Send 30c today. 


} j 


4% in ‘te ng 
gars in Spanish cedar box t 
i silver or stamps. This 
to get you acquainted with this delightful cigar 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. H, Statesville, N.C. 

















You wouldn't want a more 
appropriatepicture toadorn 
your walls especially if 
yours is a home having a 

daddy in the service. 
Again the demand for copies 
of a JUDGE front cover 
| compelled us to reproduce 
“A Baby Bond,” in full 
for decorative pur- 
poses. Mounted ona heavy 
mat, 11x 14, these pictures 

' hy are ready for the frame. 

= | Send twenty-five cents,cash 
= * . a or stamps, and we will mail 

| A BABY BOND a copy to any address. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 





colors, 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 














WHEN HE WAS FIFTEEN YEARS 
OF AGE. W. L. DOUGLAS WENT 
TO SOUTH BRAINTREE, MASS., 
TO LEARN THE TRADE OF 
BOOTMAKING 




















HE WORKED FOR ANCIL 
THAYER, A FAMOUS B0OT- 
MAKER, UNDER WHOM HE 
THOROUGHLY MASTERED THE 
TRADE OF MAKING MEN'S FINE 





Bors 
SHOES 
Best in 
the World 
$3.00 
$3.50 











ou’ll never need to ask “ What is the price?” when the shoe sales- 
man is showing you W. L. Douglas shoes 


use the actual value is 


determined and the retail price fixed at the factory before W.L. Douglas 


name and the retail price is stamped on the bottom. 
L. Douglas personal guarantee that the shoes are always 


price is W. 
worth the price paid for them. 
Stamping the price on every pair of shoes 

as a protection against high prices and 
unreasonable profits is only one example 
of the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas 
to protect his customers. W. L. Douglas 
name on shoes is his pledge that they 
are the best in materials, workmanship 
and style possible to produce at the 
price. Into every pair go the results of 
sixty-six years experience in making 
shoes, dating back to the time when 
W. L. Douglas was a lad of seven, peg- 
ging shoes. 


The stamped 


T* quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years expe- 
rience in making fine shoes. The smart styles 
are the leaders in the fashion centres of 
America. They are made in a well-equipped 
factory at Brockton, Mass., by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all 
working with an honest determination to 
make the best shoes for the price that money 
can buy. The retail prices are the same 
everywhere. They cost no more in San 
Francisco than they do in New York. 


CAUTION—Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name and the 


retail price is stamped 


on the bottom and the inside top facing. 


If the stamped price has been mutilated, BEWARE OF FRAUD. 


For sale by 105 W. L. Douglas stores and over 9000 President W L. DOUGLAS 
W. L. Douglas dealers, or can be ordered direct from COMPANY, 
W. L. Douglas by mail. Send for booklet welling ait 6 SPARK STRE REET, 


how to order shoes through the mail, postage 








A True American 
By Laevwtrenant Turo. W. Davis, School of Fire, Fort S 0 
On returning home from “Over There,” I 


showed the man who runs the corner grocery 
near home a five-franc piece, which happens to be 
about the size of our silver dollar. He turned it 
over two or three times, tried to make out the 
writing, then looked up and remarked: 

‘Those Frenchmen have certainly made a good 


imitation of our dollar!” 


- Explained 
By Lievrenant T. C. Feruerston, 9th F ! Artillery, Fort S 
) ! 
*Twas in the old days—the days of the “181” 
leather “putts.” Hughes was only a kid, and 


was famed among his companions-in-arms for the 
simplicity of his preparations for slumber. 
One morning late in the fall, his captain notic 


ing a shortcoming in his clothing at reveille 
astonished him with 

“Hughes, where is your other leggin’?”’ 

Hughes looked down at his legs—then to the 
capli iin 

“Sir,” he said, “it must have fallen off during 
the night!” 

Too Early 

:tuuR S. Kine, Med. Supply Depot, Camp Kearr 


j 


By Pvr. A y, Cal. 
For the first three mornings the rookie had been 

late for reveille roll-call and the top sergeant was 

getting tired of bawling him out. On the fourth 

morning the rookie came out of his tent half 

and rubbing his eyes 

bawled the sergeant, “ 


dressed 


~ oay, you!” can’t you 


get out here when reveille blows?”’ 


“No, sir,” replied the rookie, “it always blows 


before I get up.” 
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COHAN & HARRIS 


COHAN & HARRIS 


eee FACES EAST 


A Play of the Secret Service by Anthony & Paul Kelly 





W. 42nd St. 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:30 


PRESENT 


Eves. 8:30 


1g Emmett Corrigan & Violet oe 


ncludir 





Theatee, aS 42nd St. W. of B'way 


With a notable cast 
enings at 8.20, Matinees 


REPUBLI Weduesday & Saturday at 2.20 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


in “WHERE POPPIES BLOOM” 


with Pedro de Cordoba, Lewis Stone, Percival Knight and Will Deming 
at 8.30, Matinees Wednesday 


EL T INGE and Saturday at 2.30. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 





Theatre, West 42nd St 


| 


Evenings | 


| 


| 


UNDER ORDERS 


AjDramatic Novelty with SHELLEY HULL & EFFIE SHANNON 








THEATRE, B'way & 43. Ev'gs 8.25 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.30 


“a. COHAN 


“HEAD 
OVER 
HEELS” 

CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


VERYTHING 


Wt HIPPODROME 


THE 
STAGED BY R. H. BURNSIDE 


9 ay ru Ecory ee an 7 Eve 


CASIN 


MARJORIE RAMBEAU 
| Henry W. Savage's Saucy Star and Gayest Music Play 


MITZI 














—N.Y. Sun 





Srosewey and 39th Street 
tinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15. 


AL JOLSON in SINBAD 


ee 





B’ ne, and 50th Street 
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SIDNEY DREW ” Keep Her Smiling 
BOOT 


ARTHUR 
HOPKINS 


PRESED ESE NTS _ 





45th Street West of Broadway. Ev sntnge S 8 45. 
Matinees W ednesday and Saturday 2: 3¢ 


Be Calm Camilla 


The Minority Report 
By STRICKLAND GILLILAN 
A NotuEs cook has gone away. 
I'll tell you what she took 
No, this is but a roundelay, 
And not a big, thick book. 


] 
. _ WINTER GARD 
: 


So I shall spare the pen and ink. 
With wording terse and deft 





ae et ee 


I'll save your time and mine, I think, 
By telling what she left. 
’ The Business Eye 
te Retired Manufacturer (after gazing at the dif- 
: ferent boxes at the opera)—Glad I’m not 


manufacturing women’s undervests now. 


Broadway and Thereabouts 


Vest-Pocket (or Vanity Bag) Guide to 
the New York Theaters 


By L. M. 











Petite musical show. 


One of 


Asx Dap—Princess. 
Be Cam, Camitta—P/lymouth. 
those Kummer comedies. 


Better "Ove, Tue—Greenwich Village. 
The blighter side of war. 

Bic Cuance, Tue—g&th Street. New 
Williard Mackodrama with an “over 


there”’ ending. 
Dappies—Belasco. War orphans as an 
avocation for selfish bachelors. 
EveryYTHING—H ippodrome. Bewildering 
bigness. 
FippLers THREE—Cort. 
fashioned operetta. 
Forever Arrer—Central. 
melodramatic instalments. 


Cheerfully old- 


Romance in 


Freepom—Century. Pictorial history of 
liberty. 

FRIENDLY ENnemies—/H/udson. Also an 
object lesson for citizens, but in the 
idiom of Weber and Fields. 

GEORGETTE LEMEUNIER—Vteux Colom- 


bier. The lady speaks only in French. 

Girt Beuinp THe Gun, Toe—New Am- 
sterdam. Frankly frivolous. 

Heap Over Heets—Cohan. Mitzi as a 
a perfect circus. 

IpeaL Huspanp, An—Comedy. Dialog 
frosted with epigrams. 

INFORMATION, PLease — Selwyn. Jane 


Cowl, the well-known English duchess, 
persists in eloping with a poet. (We 
can hold her responsible because she 
wrote the play herself.) 

LapDIES tate een el Nora Bayes 
sweeps into town in her own show. 

Licutnin’—Gatety. Engrossing alterna- 
tion of laughs and lumps-in-the-throat. 

Litrie Smpticiry—Astor. Broadway’s pink- 
est sentiment, with musical trimmings. 

Mipnicut Froiic—CocoanutGrove. Anew 
deal, with the requisite numberof queens. 

Mipnicut Revue—Century Grove. Fair 
ones trip the light fantastic, and the 
Dooleys trip it less lightly but more 
fantastically. 

Nor Wita My Money—3oth Street. Con- 
fidence men go after the modest trifle of 
$7,000,000. 

Notuinc But Lies—Longacre. Willie 
Collier tells good ones, but has a hard 
time sticking to them. 


Opera Comique—Park. The Society of 


American Singers supports the rash 
theory that opera may be good and yet 
interesting. 


Passinc SHow or 1918—Wéinter-Garden. 
The histrionic utmost in tights and 
ostrich feathers. 

Perxins—Henry Miller. He who last 
season so successfully made love to 
Billie Burke as the French nobleman 
is now a Canadian rancher in love with 
Ruth Chatterton. 





JUDGE 


Peter’s Motuer—Playhouse. Romance 
extracted from country life in England. 

RippLe Woman, THe—Harris. Bertha 
Kalich acts the answer to a puzzle 
which has frequently annoyed us. 

Savinc Grace, THe—Empire. Cyril 
Maude keeps chipper in the face of 
bally adversity. 

SinBap—Casino. Graduated from the 
Winter Garden last June, Al Jolson and 
his fluffy coterie have got a place here. 

SLEEPING Partners—Brou. H. B. War- 
ner and Irene Bordoni caught by the 
sleeping-draught. 


SomMETIME—Shubert. Eminently Ed 
Wynn-some. 
TEA FoR TurEE—Mazxine Elliott. Plagu- 


ing poor matrimony with epigrams. 

Turee Faces East—Cohan & Harris. 
Disclosing the Diana of spy huntresses. 

THree Wise Men—Criterion. Old 
codgers and an ingenue. 

Unper Orpers—Eltinge. Shelley Hull 
dons a dual personality to dupe Effie 
Shannon. 

Unknown Purp te, 
R-r-r-r-r-r-r-revenge! it’s 
hair-raising! 

Wuere Poppies BLoom—Republic. Just 
as you would expect from the title, it all 
happens in a French chateau in a bliz- 
zard, with Majorie Rambeau chiefly 
responsible. 


Tue—Lyric. Ha! 


And, gosh! 


Not Illuminating 
“Mrs. Drab tells me her husband’s conversa- 
tion isn’t very illuminating.” 
“T guess it isn’t—he keeps her so much in 
the dark regarding everything.” 


Or Push It, Either 
Bannon—It doesn’t pay in the end to buy 
cheap things. 
Shannon—You’re wrong. Last summer I 
bought cheap grass seed, and I didn’t even 
need to buy a lawn-mower. 











** Over There’’ 


UDGE is one of the most popular 
publications among our fighting 
forces “over there.” 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 

welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 


Stick a 1c stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to Postmaster Burleson’s advice, 
and drop in the mail; the Government will 
send it to our soldiers or sailors at the front. 
Do this every week, and you'll make life 
that much cheerier for the men in trench 
and camp in France. 

Or better still, send us a dollar and a 
soldier’s or sailor’s name and address — 
either at home or at the front — and we'll 
send him the next 20 issues. 

This is a special offer made for the 
benefit of soldiers and sailors only. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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Drawn by W. K 
“On, We t! 


STARRETT 


It’s Meatitess Day Anyway! 


Keep Cool 


By W. J. 


D' IN’T ever strafe the spying Hun, 

He’s such a dear, well-meaning creature; 
He'll bomb a house, but just for fun, 

And don’t you mar a single feature. 


BeERKMAN 


Should he blow up a factory, 

With fearful loss of life and treasure, 
Reflect that he’s refractory 

That Schrecklichkeit affords him pleasure 
He'll place “‘cigars’’ on board a ship, 

limed to destroy it in mid-ocean; 
Consider that a jest, a quip, 

\ giving way to strong emotion 
And if you catch him, say, “ Beware!” 

(nd warn him gravely not to do it; 
Don’t dare to even muss his hair, 


Or you will surely live to rue it! 


And if he'll wilfully persist, 

And slay your brother, son, or daddy, 
Why, slap him gently on the wrist, 

And call him “‘ Naughty, naughty, laddie.” 
No, never let your passicns rise, 

No matter what the provocation; 
Be calm, collected, cool and wise 
Resort to peaceful arbitration 











Clear Your Skin 
While You Sleep § 
with Cuticura ) 
All druggists; Soap 25, Ointment % 450, Talcum 25. 
Sample each free of “Outieura, Dept B, Boston.” 
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valuable ~~ 
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Feet of Danger” ‘ 


‘\ 
write name and ad ~, 
dress on margin and . 


Name...... 








**1°d rather have a case of Nujol aboard ship 
than a case of Scotch whiskey’’ said a de- 
stroyer-ensign the other day. 
spoken with proper respect for the Scotch, 
too!”’ 


much a matter of taste as of necessity. Why 
is it that a case goes aboard whenever he’s 
preparing to sail? 


ken watches, broken watches mean irregular 
meals and sleep and disregard of Nature’s calls, 


hard and long depend upon regularity of 
bowel movements, whether you're at sea or 
ashore. Those sailors have tried pills, castor 
oil, salts, and other medicines in vain—they 
know such drugs only weaken, 
learned that Nujol acts gently and surely 
and is absolutely harmless—helps a system 
under strain to sustain its strength by func- 
tioning normally and regularly. ‘They know 
it’s not a drug. 


enough for you. 


N Nu i Ol Rr Constipation 


free book- “* . Nujol is sold onl 
ee, he W o Nu) y 
let = Thirty ‘ arning: in sealed bottles 
bearing the Nujol Trade Mark. 
All druggists in U. S. and Canada. 


mail to Nujol Laborato- ™~ . “ae* “ 

no tnteel Ge, Ghee % Insist on Nujol. You may suffer 
. ( ¥ ; ad 
Jersey), 50 Broadway, N. Y ~~ from substitutes. 


On Troubled Waters 





‘¢ And that’s 


Don’t let’s argue the point. It is not so 


Constant alertness and vigilance mean bro- 


Sustained alertness, and the power to work 


They have 


What’s good enough for our navy is good 


Nujol Laboratories 


STANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY) 
50 Broadway, New York 






























Chaperoned 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Hay, visiting the city from 
the shortgrass country, with her son, “my boy 
and some of the other young people have some 
nice little dances in the hall at home. But they 
always have good chaperones.” 

“Yes,” put in Hay Jr. “We always have 
chaperones. Usually some married man there 
with some other man’s wife chaperoning the 
crowd.” 


About Face! 
Sally—Why do they call a common soldier a 
private? 
Sammie—Because he has less privacy than 
anyone else in camp! 


4 New Social Embarrassment 


“Oh, John, Nora told me today she’s going 
to leave.’ 

“Why’s that, my 
other raise?”’ 

‘No, John, it’s not that. She says it’s no fun 
flirting with a policewoman.” 


dear? Does she want an- 


Peeved 
“ Life is a game.” 
“T’d like to meet the umpire.” 
A Source of Worry 
“People have more money today than ever 
before.” 
“That’s what’s worrying the politicians.’ 
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A D With the All-Highest | sters—only death swift, sudden and mer- 
“‘Good-Bye, Old Pal!”’ ee _— 


citul. 

Pe ELL AEM By Reis a Peni Na N OF THI Here the warning for an air raid sound- 
sect of thie lesue. You don't _—; ed. Instantly our kaiser was awake to 
Germany’s danger. Calling for substitute 





have to hail from Arizona, or . . ° 
own a horse, to appreciate OR almost four years Germania, clad ad “ed | Soy 
the affection carried out by . * . 9g he hurried into the dugout. 
é ‘a> neta tom tn te in shining armor, had been content bg like j i wut 
: ° Number 49, like P spec C 
picture to leave the outer world in darkness r 49, like in ali respects to tne 
emperor, seated himself in the royal car. 


Should you desire a copy Lh; - . . 
leend us twenty-five cents vhile she battled with the barbarian foes tg gn : : 
Gliick auf,” he cried, and summoned 


ae poy yf of kultur. All this came to an end, how- O i 
Fs oO you &£ mn, ~ wie * to enter. - otor roé > Z < rr 
in full colors, mounted on a ever, when my chief called me to him and me UO CBtEs ur motor roared in answe 


to a humming overhead. There was a 
louder roar and—I write this from a hos- 
pital nearour front. A fiftieth man is now 
honored by the permission to impersonate 
the all-highest in places dangerous to 


heavy mat, 11x14, ready for 


framing said: “*Reinald, a great honor is come to 


you. You are to be allowed to spend a 

Judge Art Print Department ) . . 
a do ra Be re day in the train of the kaiser and to send 
L the story of this day to the neutral na- 
ee tions. Remember, they sit in darkness, 


OR « MEN or P BRAINS mar ene. Germany’s welfare. 
When I arrived in camp I| was told the . ’ 
Cortes AGAR GARS emperor was addressing : on.00n men ofthe Convulsing the Other Fellow 
rmy, and I was hurried to a place where 


“MADE AT KEY WEST >. By Louis Portes 
ik is a deplorable but undeniable fact, 














| might report his sacred words. It was 
a splendid sight. This noble army stood 
at attention for three hours while the 
ll-highest fired them with his speech. 








from the standpoint of the humorous 
writers, that the risibilities of no two 





a a . 
eye Not a man fell out, not a man fainted, people are equally stimulated under 
C. Bry HERWOOD we ene. Who wan tinenediatelc ted cat identical treatment. More frequently 
Sa\ ne, 10 é 1edalé ) " : 
pst year ind shot as a spy. There is one great than not it happens that your own spe- 
aw him sitting shought which all true nantrale should bea: cial, undiluted, side-splitting, detonating 
Readies his paper c=» mind: Enelend—her own ctateamen brand of humor absolutely bores the other 
Opposite me have said it—had known for years that fellow. ‘This is extremely annoying. 
In the subway. Germany would one day claim what she ‘ You sidle up to a meer with an excru- 
I staved in lesired. But. neither prenered nor sub- ciatingly funny manuscriy t one ask him 
lw tations alter min¢ missive, England dared join mad France to read rt and give hi inion on i 
Until he WOULD awainst u Who. then. were the lovers of merits. Of course what you really want 
against us. » ; Ul ) ) ~ pos ore a 4 = 
Notice me peace—Germany, that hoped for a three from the friend is a little flattery to fee: 
months’ war. or the eabienen tan Is win your self-esteem. Furtively you watch 
do ant snalinn thas thaw ott tentent him (though ostensibly sharpening a pen- 
a ae AU) , « « n « c . 
This year . After the kaiser had finished speaking cil, or playing with the baby ). Sei min- 


QS hin itting 1° * nasse oO ch: ve } t > fixe ‘xpres- 
| saw him sitting we went to dinner. It was a very bad | Ute passes—no change in the fixed expre 

: | sion of the face; two minutes, and still no 

animation; three, four, five minutes pass, 

and no detonating laughter has come 


Reading his paper dinner that day, so that the men might 
Opposite me that the War Lord could eat with the 


Then and Now 


In the subway. poorest. How our brave fellows cheered! , : 

| got out \fter dinner I observed the kaiser, who, from the reader. , , 
I'wo stations in front of min tting on a tank of poison gas, suddenly You feel a vague sense of uneasiness, 
Before he COULD hucet tatn tears. fe anawer to an Gidle’s and etn Hite it occurs to you that 
: Notice me question, he said. “Ts it not terrible that this fellow, W ho should by this time be 
the brutal English forced us to use this slapping himself in wild spasms of inco- 
Co-operation vas? When they end the deluded herent mirth and otherwise evidencing his 
: Park Anyone helping you with your hous« French would not admit their inferiority uncontrollable amusement, while — 
work when faced with old weapons, what was ee tears of laughter out of his 
rr Lane—My wife left us but to find new? W ill the world eyes, is not your friend. He is worse than 
ilwavs malign us for this? an enemy with his simulation of friend- 
Muted Trumpets He sat in silent melancholy thus until ship. An enemy is at least openly antag- 

Willis—Why do these great musicians we Von Tirpitz’s name was mentioned. onistic. aT 
their ha r down over their ears? ‘*But the submarine!”’ he cried. “Surely In the end, when the manuscript Is — 
Gilli So they can’t hear their own playing no man now questions the humanity of turned to ae with — casual remark 
I suppose that weapon! No facing of horrible mon- about the misspelling of a word, or the 


faulty construction of a sentence, you can 


- sea pateicraernca ONES ANNN feel the milk of human kindness turn to 
PAY AS YOU CAN 


D clabber. Your way lies yonder—out and 
for —~ 4 — 7 nd or other article you ask us to ship to you. 


away from this killjoy, this masquerader, 
Send nor r credit ts good We trust you for anything you want. 














this personification of impenetrability, 
this—well, you know how low a former 








eee 













“LYON DIAMONDS friend can fall in your estimation, based 
e the BEST QUALITY —perfeet cut and blue-white ery Diamond in ourstock || On suddenly acquired and properly biased 
1GEM of GEMS _ 
values. 
8 YEARLY DIVIDEND OFFER 
ery Diamond is accompar ied by a binding guarantee covering value and quality 
MORE than that We 4 antee you 8 yearly inc ease in value on all exchanges. You 
aN BUY NOW AT LOW PRICES Excess Baggage 
4 ou ineur no ‘isk, You examine carefully ‘6 99 . . . = 
2 purchase price and heep t—Balance 10°. monthly Madam,” said the conductor, politely, to the 
ory t ex pense Don't pay a cent ry you are convinced ‘6 r bas . 
’ m7 at af es spore or v on l¢ Let us explain how to build a solid foundation for colored lady, ‘“‘you must remove that suitcase 
he fut Ning 3 fs. "SPECIAL DISCOUNT OF 15°, ON : el ol 
ALL CASH SALES. FOR THIS MONTH ONLY from the aisle 








‘Fo’ de lawd sake, conducto’, dat ain’t no 
suitcase. Dat’s mah foot.” 
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Fun From the Fi 
Good Things ia Ourhemy aad Nay Publications 


fers 




















His Whereabouts 




















Ma Jones, having the y look 
for of the 8th Cor } iddenly dis- 
. pper and lows mentionable 
+} nt lj L and C 
he company ¢ es line. h and Camp. 
In the Air 
Mechanic—Don’t try any loops will you, 


as this is my first hop? 
Soloist—Don’t 
The ¢ amouflage 


worry, this is my second 

















"The House of Taylor’ 


r 
HOTEL MARTINIQUE 

| Broadway, 32d & 33d Streets, New York 

400 Baths 600 Rooms 


Direct Entrance to Broadway Subway and 
Hudson Tubes 


One Block from Pennsylvania Station 


Equally Convenient for Amusements, Shopping 
or Business 


Rates $2.00 Per Day and Up 


| 
A SPECIALTY 
15S Pleasant Rooms, with Private Bath 
$3.00 PER DAY 


| The Martinique ® Restaurants Are Well Known for Good 


d and Reasonable Prices 














SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have 





™ ae Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 oe Medical nowledge a 1». = | Have 
te for “Other People’s Opinio able of Conten 


PU RITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building. PHILA. PA. 




















Contemplations of a Buck 
OLLED in my O. D. blanket, 
Sale bugle’s blast, 


how I thank it!) 


from the 


With my lucky star 


High in the heavens at last 
I rest in the old-time fashion; 

I rest in the old-time way 
For resting still is my passion 


] 


\s it was in a former day 

















$ 400 in Prizes 


Just a jingle—funny, foolish—or any way you care to write 
it—just so it tells truthfully, why ZYMOLE TROKEYS 
ARE SU GOOD FOR HUSKY THROATS. Nine big prizes: 
zee $100, $75, $25, and five $10 prizes. ZYMOLE TRO- 

KEYS are not cough drops—but mildly antiseptic throat 
pastilles of real worth. Send your rhymes to our Jingle 
Department 


Frederick Stearns & Company 
1241 East Jefferson Ave., 1 ee eer Ave.__Detroit, Michigan Michigan 


















‘Taps”’ is consigned to quiet; 
Its echoes are dead and gone 
It sleeps with the Dirge of Diet rr HUSKY THROATS' 
And the Herald of the Dawn 
rhe sergeant’s face has vanished, 
\nd every voice is still 
‘Fatigue’ and “‘guard”’ are banished. 
Leashless, I rest at will 
Cut out this ad and mail it to us, with your name and address 
(no money); and we will send you our FAMOUS KARNAK RAZOR 
General, prince or ¢ olonel by return mail, postpaid You may use the razor for 30 days 
| FREE; then, if you like it, pay us $1.85. If you don’t like it 
\ buck or a Bonaparte return it. SEND NO MONEY. . 
Crowned with laurels vernal SE er ee ne, St. Leute, Mo. 
Sl eping, are one at heart Avi ’s Phil 
‘ . Avia 8 Ss 
So out with the candle putter; ; — ullosophy 
Phe gift of the gods I’d reap If you fly straight, 
From the de pths of my bunk I mutter. There is no need to worry; 
‘Pipe down and let me sleep!’’—The Spiker. If you fly improper, 
. Of Ww 11 
R umere Camera-Add two things 
onels certain 
Rumors AN! THAT'S Either ; 
Ful --— Ather you spin 
In the army i - —-JusT A ee 
? MOMENT-— or you aqaon t: 


Are just about 
\s effectual as 
The buzzard 
Who sits on 
An oil drum in 
Front of a 
Filling Station 
And guesses 
What kind of 
car , 
He’d buy if he 
Went to work 
(And earned 
Enough money 









2,9, 


To buy one 
Trench 
Camp 


and 


Down On the Squab Farm 


Ihe average city man has a firm conviction 


that anybody can get rich raising squabs 
or chickens or rabbits. I don’t know much 
about rabbits, except when I meet them in 


as much to raise 
entertain 


Kelly 


hossenpfeffer, but if it costs 
chickens as it 
woefully 


squabs and does to 
them, somebody is 


Field Eagle : 


wrong 


aw Jus tT 
THInx we TAKES 
HISSELE AS SER Us 
AS AW THAT 
—— 


) 


A rookie’s first thought is his picture 







C ) 













y> THAT MUST ruay must of? 
an aY WE CAUS 
His “FIGHTIN FACE” 


If you don’t 


spin, 


— + - Now 
THERE! 





There is no need 
to worry; 

If you do spin, 
Of two 
one is certain 
Either you crash 

or you don’t; 


things 


If you do not 
crash, 

rhere is no need 
to worry, 

If you do crash, 

Of two things 
one is cer- 

tain 

Either you are hurt slightly or seriously; 

If you are hurt slightly, 

here is no need to worry; 

If you are hurt seriously, 

Of two things one is certain 

Either you get better or you die; 

If you get better, 

Chere is no:need to worry; 


If you die youcannot worry.— Kelly Field Eagle. 








Rest Assured- 








Oi celelo my (aguon 


: Faultless 


SINCE iss! 


“The NIGHTwear of a Nation! 











The Best 
Xmas Gift 


Famous Piedmont 


USE THIS CHEST FREE 


' 
Red Cedar Chest 
Your choice of 
many styles and 
bal designs sent on 15 
* days’ free trial i 


Piedmont 
woolens 
s from moths, 
dust and damp 


protects 
and 





= 
+ 






Needed in 










j piu me 
mice 
every home. Lasts for g-nerations Pays 
i for itself in what it saves Finest Xmas, wed- j 
" ding or birthday gift Write today for our great from 
4 sllustrated catalog-- postpaid free. Factory 
% Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 98, Statesville, N.C. to Home 








shows how you can become a skilled player 
of piano or organ in your own home, sat 
one-quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 
famous Written Method is endorsed by 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories. Successful 25 
years. Play chords at once and complete piece in every key, within 
4 lessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully illustrated. For 
beginners or teachers, old or young. All music free. Diploma granted 

+e today for 64-page free book, *‘How to Learn Piano or Organ.” 


. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studie J K, Social Union Bidg., Boston, 











The Doubter 
By Crara S. CuTrer 
— holds the front door open wide 
lo watch her love draw near; 
She smiles, the while she quakes inside, 
She smiles and bravely tries to hide 
Her one misgiving fear 


He's at the gate—a minute more 
Her heart's too full to utter 

He’s up the steps 

Her own true love is home once more 
But did he bring the butter? 


udge 


7) - mi ion f thi 
publication is to prea 
the g spel of cheertuls 


he’s in the door 
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Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press 


: > ¢ EEC Ee’ PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 
: ROMEIKE We will send you all newspaper 
' clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- | 


ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” very news 
pen rand periodical importance in the United States an« 
furope is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices 
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But 


» scaled the 


rawn by L. C. Putrer 


avalry Rookie Tim Flynn’s idea of inflating 
s riding breeches with the Captain’s automo- 


A Marine’s Soliloquy 


By Pvr. J. H. Briann 
E spent the summer evenings in a cottage by 
the sea, 
roamed the fragrant arbors of the famous 


Tuileries; 
seen the Grand Prix races and gripped the 
winner’s hand, 


heard Caruso warble and applauded Prior's 
band; 
stopped in Massachusetts and eaten Boston 
beans, 
played at Monte Carlo and dived in subma- 


rines; 


» been in foreign places and seen the kings and 


earls, 


» called down in the Bowery and seen the Chorus 


Girls; 
\lpine Mountains and coasted down 
their side Ss, 


sailed the Arctic waters where the Norway 
whale resides; 
seen the Grecian tunics and the Turkish tur 
bans, too, 
seen the tinted x-ray and the gaudy peek 
a-boo; 
run Niagara rapids and canoed the Afric Nil 
killed the Malay lioness and the Congo croco 
cile 
skiied the mountain glaciers of cold Siberia, 
oured the pr pality of old Liberia 

n the | rM ns and the mines of Kim 
<T 

xd uy e battlefiel ~ Washington and 
Le 
viewed the factories of Edisor nd plants of 
Henry Ford, 
seen the Rock of old Gib: ir and the iled 


Russian horde; 
ked with Haig and Hindenburg, King George 
and Kaiser Bill! 


seen the Battle of the Marne where Joffre made 
his kill; 

- piped the Hula Hulas in cities scandal torn, 
pray tell me in what ocean I can find 
SEPTEMBER MORN?—Marines Magazine. 


But Not Warped, We Hope 
By Davip Ferris Kirsy 
Our Local Board is very nice, 
And hears our tales with good accord, 
But I am sure it sometimes must 
Be very, very bored. 


mobile pump, took away much of 
attached to the first day’s riding. 





the unpleasantness 


My Questionnaire 
(With all proper acknowledgments ) 
By W. E. Nesom 
= hours I’ve spent o’er thee, fell chart, 
Have seen my whole career laid bare, 
My life dissected part by part— 
My questionnaire, my questionnaire! 
Each blank filled up, each yes or no 
Put down, unqualified, unmixed, 
And, half a hundred times or so, 
My signature affixed: 
How much I owe, how much I’ve spent, 
How old I am, what weight, how tall, 
What sum I monthly pay for rent 
I’ve told it all, God wot, I’ve told it all! 


My middle name, long time forgot, 
My creed, the color of my hair, 
My crimes—thou hast thém, hast thou not, 
My questionnaire, my questionnaire? 
What hours of bitter mental toil, 
What delvings into dead events, 
What burnings of the midnight oil 
Thy column represents! 
The annals of a well-spent life, 
My trifling faults, my virtues rare, 
Che very age of my dear wife 
They’re written there, gadzooks, they’re written 


+} ' 
here 


The Pzan of the Paper Saver 
By Mary 
Writing letters was a bore; 
I don’t 
And my friends can’t say 
Where’s thy victory, O war? 
Conservation, where thy sting? 


Carotyn Davies 


vrite them any mort 
thing! 
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Life at its maddest 
Maupassant pictures with 
Nothing escapes him. 


A FALSE 
way, he shows up the follies 


r 


ALARM is a short story 


hat she was nearly prostrate with terror! 
But Maupassant, defying all 
you'll enjoy a hearty laugh when you 
novels, and novelettes i 


emotions that baffle 
candor and art that defy imitation. 
full of life. ‘There is action in every line. 
than Sermons to exalt virtue and condemn vice. 
fascination of unexpected situations. 
one of hundreds where, 
hot blooded youth. No wonder there was consternation and dismay in the litt partment 
For what single element of the direst tragedy 
s he does conventions, tells it fens as it happened, and after many thrills, 
which is literally translated, 


His stories are 
In Maupassant’s hands, Events serve more powerfully 
Every Maupassant story is a fresh surprise. 


rules and precedents, 
read this story, 
this superb /’erdun Edition of 


There is always the 
Maupassant’s most characteristic vein 


description —experiences that run the 


Hist la ill 


gamut of every folly and crime 


He never pauses to argue or moralize. 


tI. A ORR A 


Aug inimitable 
there lacking in the sit uation for her? 


as are all his other marvelous stories. 


THE COMPLETE WORKS OF GUY de MAUPASSANT 
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Greatest of Story Writers 


\laupassant is famous in all civilized 
lands as the master of the 
short story. He was the most exact 
transcriber of life in literature. 

In comparison with his novels and 
stories, all others appear artificial and 
labored. His choice of subjects is always 
redeemed by an exquisite irony and art. 

The passions-——lust and cupidity 
which stir most men and women to 
- mn did not stay Maupassant’s im- 

‘tial hand so long as this ugly side of 


supreme 


aman existed. But pitiless as is his 
irt, at times he surprises us with a 
touch of tender pathos in which we rec- 


wnize the warm heart of a fellow man. 


5,500 Pages That Will Hold You 
Chained by the Hour 


All of Maupassant’s Stories, Novels, Novelettes, 
Poems, Dramas. Entertainment for a Thousand 
and One Nights. Love and Life in Strange Lands 
Paris, the Orient, The African Hinterland. Stories 
of War, Crime, Mystery and Horror. 





Maupassant containing illustration that 
lerpret h tor pictoriall with (rt 


fidelity to the spirit 














A FALSE ALARM 
GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS 


PAUL DEKock’ § MERRY TALES 
















ew American read Va ed life of that larger 
ow tl iling writer of \ rl vhich he peoples with 
ries of the petits bour en women of every 
geois and the Par’sia ri caste and mndition 
ett But DE KOCK S But to get this unique set 
oriesarea ‘ with Maupassant 
, ise \ you must be 
ie ile ot prompt. Th 
ittle world supply is limited. 
P. ri } Voda no more 
era od ifter these are 
urd ire t gone lherefore 
tori iN MAILCOU PON 
TODAS! 
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8 De Luxe 
Volumes ] 
in 4 . , 
Deckle-eds 
1 pape 
834 x6ir 
Big Type—A 
Over De Luxe B 


2,000 Pages 
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NOW READY 


The Verdun Edition | 


COMPLETE—UNEXPURGATED 


17 Volumes Rich Cloth Binding -Gold Tops 


Each Volume 8', x 5'. inches. Big, Clear 12 Point 
Type on Pure White Antique Paper 


The Best Translated, Bound, Printed, and : 
Illustrated of all English Editions : 


A Marvelous Offer 





by whicl \ ure t everyth ng that Mau ip int 
wr te 17 | she ndid volumes regular $2.50 ; 
volume value and Paul de Kock 8 De Luxe 
volumes bound in 4 — or the equivalent of 25 big 

mes, containing ove! 7,500 | iges, printed ir 











the rest and clearest ty ver used in books, on 
paper you can hardly dup! icate today at any price. : 
PHIN \K OF Bi So many Maupassant stories that 2 
not Soar @ wtresh one neat very dav in the vear : 
it piete a juite ¢ = 
the ! 00 sparl g pag ~ 
Pa le Ko 1 25.00 1e $52.50 : 
T: provide 4 are prome z 
SEND $1. oo AND couroe NOW e 
the Instaln e, $25.00 
Or er d coin witl rder and save the $2.00 ca 
1 int Books delivered Express prepaid 
MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 5 
i = 
| Brunswick SUBSCRIPTION Co jJ-11-0-18 
| 1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
| Lenclose $1.00 first payment on tl I i pe 1e set of Mau 
| passant and the 4-volume set of Pat aI de Ko« If as repre 
nted I will remit $2.00 a montl r 12 m a s after their 
| receipt Otherwise I will within ‘ 2 
| for returning them at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded §& 
j on their receipt = 
| Name 
| = 
| iddres = 
| Occupation 
! 
vm i" * m wm 




















